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TO   HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS 


FREDERICK, 


PRINCE    OF   WALES. 


S  I  R. 


THE  honour  your  Royal  Highnefs  has  done  me  in 
the  protection  you  was  pleafed  to  give  to  this 
Tragedy,  emboldens  me  to  lay  it  now  at  your  feet,  and 
beg  your  permirlion  to  publiih  it  under  Royal  Patronage. 
The  favouring  and  protecting  of  letters  has  been,  in  all 
ages  and  countries,  one  diftinguifhing  mark  of  a  great 
prince;  and  that  with  good  reafon,  not  only  as  it  fhews  a 
juifnefs  of  tafte,  and  elevation  of  mind,  but  as  the  influence 
of  fuch  a  protection,  by  exciting  good  writers  to  labour 
with  more  emulation  in  the  improvement  of  their  feverai 
talents,  not  a  litle  contributes  to  the  embellishment  and  in- 
flru6tion  of  fociety.  But  of  all  the  different  fpecies  of  writ- 
ing, none  has  fuch  an  effect  upon  the  lives  and  manners  of 
men,  as  the  dramatic;  and  therefore,  that  of  all  others 
mod  deferves  the  attention  of  princes;  who,  by  a  judicious 
approbation  of  fuch  pieces  as  tend  to  promote  all  public 
and  private  virtue,  may  more  than  by  any  coercive  method  -, 
fecure  the  purity  of  the  ftage,  and  in  confequence  thereof, 
greatly  advance  the  morals  and  politencfs  of  their  people. 
i  low  eminently  your  Royal  Highnefs  h  is  always  extended 
your  favour  and  patronage  to  every  art  and  fciencc,  and  in 
a  particular  manner  to  dramatic  performances,  is  too  well 
known  to  the  world  for  me  to  mention  it  here.  Allow  me 

A  a  only 
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only  to  wifti,  that  what  I  have  now  the  honour  to  offer  to 
)  our  Royal  Highnefs,  may  be  judged  not  unworthy  of  your 
protection,  at  leaft  in  the  fentiments  which  it  inculcates. 
A  warm  and  grateful  fenfe  of  your  goodnefs  to  me,  makes 
me  defirous  to  feize  every  occalion  of  declaring  in  public, 
with  what  profound  refpecl  and  dutiful  attachment,  I  am, 

Sir, 

Your  Royal  Highnefs's 

Moft  obliged, 

Moft  obedient,  and 

Moft  devoted  fervant, 

JAMES  THOMSON* 


P    R    O    L    O    G    U     E. 


J$  OLD  is  the  man !  who,  in  this  nicer  age, 

Pref umes  to  tread  the  chafe  corrected 'J? age,    ** 
Now,  with  gay  tin f el  arts,  vje  can  no  more 
Conceal  the  want  of  nature* s  Jlerling  ore* 
Our  f pells  are  vanifSd,  broice  our  magic  wand, 
That  us'd  to  waft  you  over  fea  and  land.        ^ 
Before  your  light  the  fairy  people  fade ; 
The  demons  fy — the  gh oft  itfelf  is  laid. 
In  vain  of  martial  fecnes  the  loud  alarms, 
The  ?n;ghty  prompter  thundering  out  to  arms, 
The  play  houfe  pqffe  clattering  from  afar, 
The  clofc-wedg  d  battle,  and  the  din  of  war. 
Now,  even  the  fenatc  feldom  we  convene ; 
The  yawning  fathers  nod  behind  the fcene. 
Tour  tafc  rejects  the  glittering  faife  fublime,    / 
To  f.gh  in  metaphor,   and  die  in  rhime. 
High  rani  is  tumbled  from  his  gallery  throne  : 
Dcfcription,  dream: — nay,  fi?>i; 'lies  are  g, 

What fkall we  then?   to  pleafe  you  .'  :'/c, 

Whofe  judgment  fits  not  in  your  cars  and  eyes? 

'  could  we  catch  great  Shakefpcart' ±  a\ 
To  .  ;  cf  the  heart : 

His  fimpUy  plain  fu  ■  ich  is  gh  ~* 

Tofrke  the  Cou  .     .    fa:>:c  from  ■ 

Could  :  ••'(•, 

The  f  amp  of 

H  etoyy 
Before  their  ftlent,  candid  her  t.v  lend. 

.  'tis  our  nobleft  />-.. 
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TAXCRED  &  SIGISMUXDA. 


A  C  T   L 

S  C   E  N  E,  the   Palace. 
Siglfmunda  and  Laura, 

SIGIbMUNDA. 

AH,  fatal  day  to  Sicily  !  The  King 
Touches  his  laft  moments ! 
Laura.  So  'tis  fear'd. 

Sig.  <  The  death  of  thofe  diftinguim'd  by  their  ftation, 
4  But  by  their  virtue  more,  awakes  the  mind 

*  To  folemn  dread,  and  ftrikes  a  faddening  awe : 

4  Not  that  we  grieve  for  them,  but  for  ourfelves, 
'  Left  to  the  toil  of  life — And  yet  the  belt 

*  Are,  by  the  playful  children  of  th's  world, 
4  At  once  forgot,  as  they  had  never  been.' 
Laura,  'tis  faid,  the  heart  is  fometimes  charged 
With  a  prophetic  fodnefs :  fuch,  methinks, 

Now  hangs  on  mine.    The  King's  approaching  death 
Suggests  a  thoufand  fears.    What  troubles  thence 
May  throw  the  ftate  once  more  into  confuiion, 
What  fudden  changes  in  my  father's  houfe 
May  rife,  and  part  me  from  my  deareft  Tancred,  ^ 
Alarms  my  thoughts. 

Laura.  The  fears  of  love-iick  fancy ! 
Perverfely  bufy  to  torment  itfelf. 
But  be  allured,  your  father's  (ready  friendship, 
Join'd  to  a  certain  genius,  that  commands, 
Not  kneels  to  fortune,  will  fupport  and  cherifh, 
Here  in  the  public  eye  of  Sicily, 
This,   I  may  call  hi:n,  his  adopted  fon,  , 

The  noble  Tancred,  form'd  to  all  his  virtues. 

8%,  Ah,  form'd  to    charm  his  daughter! — This  fair 
mora 

Has 
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Has  tempted  far  the  chafe.     Is  he  not  yet 
Return'd  ? 

Laura.  No. — When  your  father  to  the  King, 
Who  now  expiring  lies,  was  call'd  in  hafte, 
He  fent  each  way  his  meflengers  to  find  him  ; 
With  fuch  a  look  of  ardour  and  impatience, 
As  if  this  near  event  was  to  Count  Tancred 
Of  more  importance  than  I  comprehend. 

Sig.  There  lies,  my  Laura,  o'er  my  Tancred's  birth 
A  cloud  I  cannot  pierce.     With  princely  accoft, 
Nay,  with  refpe£t,  which  oft  I  have  obferv'd, 
Stealing  at  times  fubmiiTive  o'er  his  features, 
In  Belmont's  woods  my  father  rear'd  this  youth— 
Ah,  woods !  where  firft  my  artlefs  boibm  learn'd 
^    The  iighs  of  love. — He  gives  him  out  the  Ion 
Of  an  old  friend,  a  baron  of  Apulia, 
Who  in  rhe  late  crufado  bravely  fell. 
But  then  'tis  ftrange ;  is  all  his  family 
As  well  as  father  dead  ?  and  all  their  friends, 
Except  my  fire,  the  generous  good  Siftredi  ? 
Had  he  a  mother,  lifter,  brother  left, 
The  laft  remain  of  kindred :  with  what  pride, 
What  rapture,  might  they  fly  o'er  earth  and  lea, 
To  claim  this  riling  honour  of  their  blord  ! 
This  blight  unknown  !   this  all-accomplifh'd  youth! 
Who  charms  too  much,  the  heart  of  Sigifrr.unda  ! 
4  Laura,  perhaps  your  brother  knows  him  better, 
*  The  friend  and  partner  of  his  freed:  hours.' 
What  fays  Rodolpho?  Does  he  truly  credit 
This  ftory  of  his  birth  ? 

Laura.  He  has  fometimes, 
Like  you,  his  doubts  ;  yet,  when  maturely  weigh'd, 
Believes  it  true.     As  for  Lord  Tancred's  felf, 
He  never  entertain'd  the  flighteft  thought 
That  verg'd  to  doubt;  but  oft  laments  his  ilate, 
By  cruel  fortune  ib  ill  pair'd  to  yours. 

Sig,  n  erit  like  his,  the  fortune  of  the  mind, 
Beggars  all  wealth — Then,  to  your  brother,  Laura, 
He  talks  of  me  ? 

Laura.  Of  nothing  elfe.     Howe'er 
j    The  talk  legin,  it  ends  with  Sigifmunda. 

Their  morning,  noontide,  and  their  evening  walks, 

Are 
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Are  full  of  you,  and  all  the  woods  of  Belmont 
Enamour'd  with  your  name 

Sig.  Away,  my  friend  ; 
You  flatter- yet  the  dear  delufion  charms.     »/ 

Laura.  No,  Sigifmunda,  'tis  the  ilricteft  truth, 
Nor  half  the  truth,  I  tell  you.     Even  with  fondnefs 
My  brother  talks  for  ever  of  the  p.nTion 
That  fires   young  Tancred's  breaft.     So  much  it  ftrikes 

him, 
He  praifes  love  as  if  he  were  a  lover. 

*  He  blames  the  falfe  purfuits  of  vagrant  youth, 
'  Calls  them  gay  folly,  a  miftaken  ilruggle 

*  Againfr.  belt  judging  nature.*     Heaven,  he  fays, 
In  lavim  bounty  form'd  the  heart  for  love  ; 

In  love  included  all  the  finer  feeds 

Of  honour,  virtue,  friendfhip,  purefl  blifs— — 

Sig.  Virtuous  Rodolpho ! 

Laura.  Then  his  pleating  theme 
He  varies  to  the  praifes  of  your  lover 

Sig.  And  what,  my  Laura,  fays  he  on  the  fubject? 

Laura.  He  fays  that,  though  he  was  not  nobly  born, 
Nature  has  form'd  him  noble,  generous,  brave, 

*  Truly  magnanimous,  and  warmly  fcorning 

*  Whatever  bears  the  fmalleft  taint  of  bafenefs : 
'  That  every  eafy  virtue  is  his  own ; 

'  Not  learnt  by  painful  labour,  but  infpir'd, 

*  Implanted  in  his  foul.' — Chiefly  one  charm 
He  in  his  graceful  character  obferves ; 

That  though  his  paflions  burn  with  high  impatience, 
And  fometimes,  from  a  noble  heat  of  nature,  • 

Are  ready  to  fly  off ;  yet  the  lead  check 
Qf  ruling  reafon  brings  them  back  to  temper, 
And  gentle  foftnefs. 

Sig.  True!   Oh,  true,  Rodolpho! 
Bleft  be  thy  kindred  worth  for  loving  his! 
He  is  all  warmth,  all  amiable  fire, 
All  quick  heroic  ardour!   tcmper'd  foft 
With  gentlenefs  of  heart,  and  manly  reafon  ! 
If  virtue  were  to  wear  a  human  form, 
To  1  ght  it  with  her  dignity  and  flame, 
Then  foft'ning  mix  her  1  mile ,  and  tender  graces ; 
Oh,  (he  would  chufe  the  pcrfon  of  my  Tancrcd  ! 

Co 
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Go  on  my  friend,  go  on,  and  ever  praife  him; 
The  fubjeef.  knows  no  bounds,  nor  can  I  tire, 
While  my  breaft  trembles  to  that  fweeteft  mufic  ! 
The  heart  of  woman  tafles  no  truer  joy, 
Is  never  flatter'd  with  fuch  dear  inchantment 
4  'Tis  more  than  felfifh  vanity' — as  when 

/     She  hears  the  praifes  of  the  man  fhe  loves 

Laura,  Madam,  your  father  comes. 

Enter  Sijfredi, 
Sif*  [To  an  attendant  as  he  enters.]  Lord  Tailored 
V       Is  found? 

At.  My  Lord,  he  quickly  will  be  here. 
'  I  fcarce  could  keep  before  him,  though  he  bid  me 
'  Speed  on,  to  fay  he  would  attend  your  orders.' 

S'if.   'Tis  well retire You  too,    my   daughter, 

leave  me. 
Sig,  I  go,  my  father — But  how  fares  the  King? 
^J        Sif.  He  is  no  more.     Gone  to  that  awful  flate, 
Where  kings  the  crown  wear  only  of  their  virtues. 

Sig,   How  bright  mull  then  be  his! — This  ftroke  is 
fudden ; 
He  was  this  morning  well,  when  to  the  chace 
Lord  Tancred  wen:* 

S;f.  'Tis  true.    But  at  his  years 
Death  gives  fhort  notice — Drooping  nature  then, 
Without  a  guft  of  pain  to  (hake  it,  falls. 
His  death,  my  daughter,  was  that  happy  period 
Which  few  attain.    The  duties  of  his  day 
Were  all  difcharg'd,   '  and  gratefully  enjoy'd 
1  It's  nobleft  blcflings;'  calm  as  evening  ikies, 
W^as  his  pure  mind,  and  lighted  up  with  hopes 
That  open  heaven ;  when,  for  his  laft  long  ileep 
Timely  prepar'd,  a  laflitude  of  life, 
A  pleaiing  wearinefs  of  mortal  joy, 
Fell  on  his  foul,  and  down  he  funk  to  red:. 

Oh,  may  my  death  be  fuch! He  but  one  vvifii 

Left  unfulfill'd,  which  was  to  fee  Count  Tancred 

-SVg-.  To  fee  Count  Tancred! — Pardon  me,  my  Lord — 
.  For  what  my  daughter? — But,  with  fuch  emotion, 
v     Wrhy  did  you  flart  at  mention  of  Count  Tancred? 
Sig.  Nothing — I  only  hop'd  the  dying  King 

Might 
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Might  mean  to  make  fome  generous  juft  proviflon 
For  this  your  worthy  charge,  this  noble  orphan. 

Sif,  And  he  has  done  it  largely — Leave  me  now — 
I  want  fome  private  conference  with  Lord  Tancred. 

\_JLxeunt  Slgifnnmda  and  Laura* 
My  doubts  are  but  too  true — If  thefe  old  eyes 
Can  trace  the  marks  of  love,  a  mutual  paffion 
Has  feiz'd,  I  fear,  my  daughter  and  this  Prince, 
My  fovereign  now — Should  it  be  fo  ?  Ah,  there, 
There  lurks  a  brooding  temper!,  that  may  (bike 
My  long  concerted  fcheme,  to  fettle  firm 
The  public  peace  and  welfare,  which  the  King 

Has  made  the  prudent  bans  of  his  will 

Away,  unworthy  views !  you  ihall  not  tempt  me ! 
Nor  intereft,  nor  ambition  (hall  ieduce 

My  fix'd  refolve Perifh  the  felfim  thought,    V 

Which  our  own  good  prefers  to  that  of  millions  ! 
He  comes,  my  King,  unconfcious  of  his  fortune. 
Enter  Tancred 

Tan.  My  lord  Siffredi,  in  your  looks  I  read, 
Confirm'd,  the  mournful  news  that  fly  abroad 
From  tongue  to  tongue— -We  then,  at  laft,  have  loil 
The  good  old  King  ? 

Sif.  Yes,  we  have  loft  a  father ! 
The  greateft  blemng  Heaven  beftows  on  mortals, 

*  And  feldom  found  amidil  thefe  wilds  of  time.' 
A  good,  a  worthy  king ! — Flear  me,  my  Tancred, 
And  I  will  tell  thee,  in  a  few  plain  words, 

How  he  deferv'd  that  beft,  that  glorious  title. 

4  'Tis  nought  complex,  'tis  clear  as  truth  and  virtue.'* 

He  lov'd  his  people,  deem'd  them  all  his  children ;     ..' 

The  good  exalted,  and  deprefsM  the  bad. 

4  He  fpurn'd  the  flattering  crew?  with  fcorn  rejected 

*  Their  fmooth  ;idvice  that  only  means  themfelves, 
4  Their  fchemes  to  aggrandize  him  into  bafenefs; 
4  Nor  did  he  lefs  difd.un  the  fecret  breath, 
4  The  whifper'd  talc,  th.it  blights  a  virtuous  name.' 
He  fought  alone  the  good  of  thofe  for  whom 
He  was  cntruiled  with  the  fov<  .  <  i  : 
Well  knowing  that  a  people  in  tl  eir  rights 
And  induftry  protected;  liv 
Beneath  the  fucrcd  fhelter  of  the  laws, 

4  Enco 


%%  TANCRED  AND  SIGISMUNDA 

*  Encourag'd  in  their  genius,  arts,  and  labours, 

*  And  happy  each  as  he  himfelf  deferves,' 
Are  ne'er  ungrateful.    With  unfparing  hand 
They  will  for  him  provide :  their  filial  love 
And  confidence  are  his  unfailing  treafure, 
And  every  honeit  man  his  faithful  guard. 

Tan.  A  general  face  of  grief  o'erfpreads  the  city, 
v      I  mark'd  the  people,  as  I  hither  came, 

In  crowds  aflembled,  flruck  with  filent  forrow, 

And  pouring  forth  the  nobleft  praife  of  tears. 

4  Thofe,  whom  remembrance  of  their  former  woes, 

*  And  long  experience  of  the  vain  illufions 

*  Of  youthful  hope,  had  into  wife  confent 

*  And  fear  of  change  corrected,  wrung  their  hands, 
4  And  often  cafting  up  their  eyes  to  heav'n, 

*  Gave  fign  of  fad  conjecture.     Others  fhew'd, 
4  Athwart  their  grief,  or  real  or  affected, 

4  A  gleam  of  expectation,  from  what  chance 

4  And  change  might  bring.'    A  mingled  murmur  ran 

Along  the  ftreets;  and,  from  the  lonely  court 

Of  him  who  can  no  more  affiit  their  fortunes, 

I  faw  the  courtier-fry,  with  eager  haite, 

All  hurrying  to  Conftantla. 

Si/  Noble  youth! 
I  joy  to  hear  from  thee  thefe  juft  reflections, 
Worthy  of  riper  years — But  if  they  feek 
Conftantia,  truft  me,  they  miftake  their  courfe. 

Tan.  How4.   Is  fhe  not,  my  Lord,  the  late  king's  filter, 
Heir  to  the  crown  of  Sicily  ?  the  laft 
Of  our  fam'd  Norman  line,  and  now  our  queen  ? 

Si/  Tancrcd,  'tis  true ;  (he  is  the  late  king's  filler, 
The  fole  furviving  offspring  of  that  tyrant 
William  the  Bad — *  fo  for  his  vices  ftil'd ; 

*  Who  fpilt  much  noble  blood,  and  fore  opprefs'd 

*  Th'  exhauited  land:  whence  grievous  wars  aroie, 
4  And  many  a  dire  convulfion  (hook  the  ftate. 

*  Wrhen  he,  whole  death  Sicilia  mourns  to-day, 
4  William,  who  has  and  well  deferv'd  the  name 
4  Of  Good,  fucceeding  to  his  father's  throne, 

,    4  Reliev'd  his  country's  woes — But  to  return ; 

*  She  is  the  late  king's  filter,'  born  fome  months 
After  the  tyrant's  deaih,  but  not  next  heir. 

Tan. 
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Tan.  You  much  furprifc  me — M:iy  I  then  prefumc 
To  aik  who  is  ? 

Sif.  Come  nearer,  noble  Tancred, 
Son  of  my  care.    I  muft,  on  this  occafion, 
Coniult  thy  generous  heart;  which,  when  conducted 
By  rectitude  of  mind  and  honed  virtues, 
Gives  better  couniel  than  the  hoary  head — 
Then  know,  there  lives  a  prince,  here  in  Palermo, 
The  lineal  offspring  of  our  famous  hero, 
Roger  the  Firit.  / 

Ta?u  Great  Heaven  ! — How  far  remov'd 
From  that  our  inicrhtv  founder? 

Sif.  His  great  grandfon  : 
Sprung  from  his  eldeir.  fon,  who  died  untimely, 
Before  his  father. 

Ta?i.  Ha !  the  prince  you  mean, 
Is  he  not  Manfred's  fon  ?  The  generous,  brave, 
Unhappy  Manfred!  whom  the  tyrant  William, 
You  jult  now  mention'd,  not  content  to  fpoii 
Of  his  paternal  crown,  threw  into  fetters, 
And  infamoufly  murderd? 

Sif.  Yee,  the  fame. 

Tan.  4  By  heavens,  I  joy  to  find  our  Norman  reign, 

*  The  world's  fole  light  amidit  thefe  barbaious  ages, 

*  Yet  rears  its  head;  and  mail  not,  from  the  lance^ 

*  Pais  to  the  feeble  diltaff.' — But  this  prince, 
Where  has  he  lain  conceal'd  ? 

Sif.  The  late  good  King, 
By  noble  pity  mov'd,  contriv'd  to  fave  him 

I  his  dire  father's  unrelenting  rage, 
And  had  him  rear'd  in  private,  as  became 
i       birth  and  hopes,  with  high  and  princely  nurtUIfj 
Till  now,  too  young  to  rule  a  troubled  flate,  / 

hril  broib  moil  miferably  torn, 
in  his  fate  retreat  has  lain  conceal'd, 
I        birth  and  fortune  to  himfelf  unknown  ; 
Bur  when  the  dying  King  to  me  intrulted,  - 

to  the  ch  :n,  his  will, 

His  fucceffor  he  nam'd  him. 

7 an.  Happy  VOUth  ! 
He  then  will  triumph  o'er  his  father's  for-, 
O'er  haughty  Oimond,  and  the  tyrant's  daughter. 

B  Sit* 
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Sif.  Ay,  that  is  what  I  dread — that  heat  of  youth; 
There  lurks,  I  fear,  perdition  to  the  ftate, 
yJ    I  dread  the  horrors  of  rekindled  war: 

Though  dead,  the  tyrant  ftill  is  to  be  fear'd; 
His  daughter's  party  ftijl  is  ftrpn  j  and  numerous; 
Her  friend,  Earl  Ofmond,  Conilable  of  Sicily, 
Experienc'd,  brave,  high-born,  of  mighty  intereft. 
Better  the  prince  and  princefs  ihould  by  marri; 
Unite  their  friends,  their  intereft,  and  their  claims; 
Then  will  the  peace  and  welfare  of  the  land 
On  a  firm  bafis  rife. 

Tan.  My  Lord  Siffredi, 
If  by  myfelf  I  of  this  prince  may  judge, 
That  fcheme  will  fcarce  fuceeed — Your  prudent  age 
In  vain  will  counfel,  if  the  heart  forbid  it — 
But  wherefore  fear?  The  right  is  clearly  hi:.; 
1  And,  under  your  direction,  with  each  man 

*  Of  worth,  and  ftedfaft  loyalty,  to  back 

*  At  once  the  King's  .ppointment  and  his  birthright, 

'  There  is  no  ground  for  fear.    They  have  great  odds, 
1  .\    linfl:  tii'  altonilh'd  ions  of  violence, 
4  Who  tight  with  awful  juftice  on  their  fide.' 
All  Sicily  will  roufe,  all  faith  ful  hearts 
v     Will  range  themfelves  around  Prince  Manfred's  fon. 
For  me,  I  here  devote  me  to  the  fen  ice 
Of  this  young  prince  ;  I  every  drop  of  blood 
Will  loie  with  joy,  with  transport  in  his  caufe — 
'  Pardon  my  warmth — but  that,  my  Lord,  will  never 
'  To  this  dec.  i  lion  come' — Then,  find  the  prince; 
Lofe  not  a  moment  to  awaken  in  him 

royal  foul.    Perhaps,  he  now  deipondmg, 
Pines  in  a  corner,  lents  his  fortune; 

That  in  the  narrower  bounds  of  private  13 
He  muft  confine  his  aims,  thofe  iwelling  virtues 
"Which  from  his  noble  father  he  inherits. 

Sif  Perhaps,  regardieis,  in  the  common  banc 
Of  youth  he  melts,  in  vanity  and  love. 
But  if  the  feeds  of  virtue  glow  within  him, 
I  will  awake  a  higher  fenfc,  a  love 
That  grafps  the  loves  and  happineis  of  millions. 

Tan,  W  hy  that  furmife?  Or  mould  he  love,  Siffredi, 
I  doubt  not,  it  is  nobly,  which  will  raife 

Ami 
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And  animate  his  virtues — Oh,  permit  me 

•To  plead  the  caufe  of  youth — Their  virtue  oft, 

In  pleasure's  ibft  enchantment  lull'd  a  while, 

Forgets  itfelf;  it  deeps  and  gavly  dreams, 

Till  great  occaiion  roufe  it;  then,  all  flame, 

It  walks  abroad,  with  heighten'd  foul  and  vigour, 

And  by  the  change  aftonifhes  the  world. 
en  with  a  kind  of  fympithy,  I  feel 
The  joy   that  waits  this  prince;  when  all  the  power'3, 
Th'  expanding  he:rt  can  wifh,  of  doing  good; 

tever  (wells  ambition,  or  exalts 
The  human  foul  into  divine  emotions, 
All  crowd  at  once  upon  him. 
'  Sif.  Ah,  my  Tancrcd, 
Nothing  lb  eafy  as  in  fpeculation, 
And  at  a  diihnce  feen,  the  courfe  of  honour, 
A  fair  delightful  champam  ftrew'd  with  flowers. 
But  when  the  practice  comes;  when  our  fond  pallion?, 
Pleafufe,  and  pride,  and  (elf-indulgence,  throw 
Their  ra  iff  around,  the  profpect  roughens : 

Then  dreadful  pafles,  craggy  mountains  rife,  y 

Cliffs  to  be  icil'd,  and  torrents  to  be  ftem'd; 
Then  toil  enfues,  and  prefeverance  ftern; 
And  endlefs  combats  with  our  grofier  fenfe, 
Oft  loft,    and  oft  renew'd ;  and  generous  pain 
For  others  felt;  and,  harder  lelTon  flill! 
Our  honeft  blifs  for  others  facrihVd; 
And  all  the  rugged  talk  of  virtue  quells 
The  ftouteft  heart  of  common  refolution. 
Few  get  above  this  turbid  fcene  of  irrife. 
Few  gain  the  fummit,  breathe  that  pureft  air, 
That  heavenly  ether,  which  untroubled  fees 

7  I 

The  (tons  of  vice  and  paiTion  ra?-e  below. 
i  Tan,   Moft  true,  my  Lord,    liar  why  thus  augure  ill? 
You  1    am  this  prince.     I  know  him  not.  s 

Yet,  Oh,  methinks,  my  heart  could  anfwer  for  him! 

.igh,  lb  ffrong  the  gale 
That  b!  I        en,  as  through  the  deaddt  foul 

Mi  rirtue.' 

him,  im  ;at  fathers! — • 

I  1  oi  your  !.• 

!  thou,  art  he  I 

B  2  an. 
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Tan.  Siffredi ! 

Stf.  Tancred,  thou! 
Thou  art  the  man,  of  all  the  many  thoufands 
That  toil  upon  the  bofom  of  this  ifie, 
By  Heaven  elected  to  command  the  reft, 
To  rule,  protect  them,  and  to  make  them  happy  ! 

Tan.  Manfred  my  father !   I  the  laft  fupport 
Of  the  fam'd  Norman  line,  that  awes  the  world ! 
J,  who  this  morning  wander'd  forth  an  orphan, 
Outcaft  of  all  but  thee,  my  fecond  father! 
Thus  calfd  to  glory !  to  the  firft  great  lot 
Of  human  kind! — Oh,  wonder-working  hand, 
That,  in  majeitic  filence^  fways  at  will 
The  mighty  movements  of  unbounded  nature ; 
Oh,  grant  me,  Heaven,  the  virtues  to  futtain 
This  awful  burden  of  fo  many  heroes ! 
Let  me  not  be  exalted  into  {hamc, 
Set  up  the  worthlefs  pageant  of  vain  grandeur. 
Mean-time  I  thank  the  juitice  of  the  King, 
Who  has  my  right  bequeath'd  me.    Thee  Siffredi, 
I  thank  thee — Oh,  I  ne'er   enough  can  thank  thee! 
Yes,  thou  hafl  been — thou  art — (halt  be  my  father! 
Thou  malt  direct:  my  unexperiene'd  years, 
Shalt  be  the  ruling  head,  and  I  the  hand. 

Sif.  It  is  enough  for  me — to  fee  my  fovereign 
Affert  his  virtues,  and  maintain  his  honour. 

Tan.  I   think,  my  Lord,  you  faid  the  King  committed 
To  you  his  will.     I  hope  it  is  not  clogg'd 
With  any  bafe  conditions,  any  claufc. 
To  tyrannize  my  heart,  and  to  Conftantia 
Enflave  my  hand  devoted  to  another. 
The  hint  you  '  gave  of  that  alliance, 

You  mu  ft  i  .".    But  know, 

In  this  alone  I  will  not  bear  diiputc, 

Not  even  from  thee,  Siffredi! — Let  the  council 

Be  ftrait  aflemhled,  and  the  will  there  open'd: 

Thence  iiflie  fpeedy  orders  to  convene, 

This  day  ere  noon,  the  ferrate:   where  thole  barons, 

0  now  ate  in  Palermo,  will  attend, 
To  pay.'.    •   •     d)   homage  to  the  king, 
1    Their  rightful  king,  who  claims  his  native  crown, 
..  .vill  not  be  a  king  by  deeds  and  parchments.' 


TANCRED  AND  SIGISMUNDA.       '     iy 

Sif.  I  ny  Liege.    But  once  again  permit  me 

To  tell  you Now,  row  is  the  trying  critis, 

Thai  determine  of  your  future  reign. 

Oh,  with  heroic  rigour  watch  your  heart! 

And  to  the  fovereism  duties  of  the  kin?- 

Th'  unequall'd  pleafures  of  a  god  on  earth,  . 

Submit  the  common  joys,  the  common  pailions, 

Nay,  even  the  virtues  of  the  private  n 

.  Of  that  no  more.    They  not  oppofe,  but  aid, 
Invigorate,  cherifh,  and  reward  each  other. 
4  -'I  he  kind  all-ruling  wifdom  is  no  tyrant.'  [Exit  Slffrcdi. 

.  Now  generous  Sigiimunda,  comes  my  turn 
To  (hew  my  love  was  not  of  thine  unworthy, 
When  fortune  bade  me  blufh  to  look  to  thee. 
Bat  what  is  fortune  to  the  wilh  of  love?  </ 

A  miferable  bankrupt!   '  Oh,  'tis  poor, 
'  'Tis  fcanty  all,  whate'er  we  can  beiiow! 
*  The  wealth  of  kings  is  wretchednefs  and  want!' 

:k,  let  me  find  her!  taile  that  higheit  joy, 
Th'  exalted  heart  can  know,  the  mix'd  etTulion 
Of  od  love! — Behold,  (he  comes! 

Enh  da. 

[y  fluttering  foul  was  all  on  wing  to  find  thee, 
My  love,  my  Sigrfmun< 

Sf.  Oh,  my  Tancred ! 
Tell  me,  what  means  tnis  mvftery  and  gloom 
Th  now,  involved  in  thought, 

My  father  {hot  athwart  me — You,  my  Lord, 

r  fome  dark  event, 
n  the  king's  death  to  troul 
That  te.                      e  in  the  woods  of  Belmont 
So  hi  ppily  enjoy 'w. Explain 'this  hurry, 

\\'\\  V. 

that  we  are  happv !  • 

T 

e, 
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Fam'd  Roger's  linenl  ifTue,  was  my  father.  {jPfiufing 

J     You  droop,. my  love;  dejected  on  a  fudden  ; 
You  fcem  to  mourn  my  fortune — The  foft  tear 

Springs  in  thy  eye — Oh,  let  me  kifs  it  off 

Why  this,  my  Sigifmunda? 

$ig.  Royal  Tancred, 
None  at  your  glorious  fortune  can  like  mc 
Rejoice;— -yet  me  alone,  of  all  Sicilians, 
It  makes  unhappy. 

Tan.  I  mould  hate  it  then! 
Should  throw,  with  fcorn, -the  fplendid  ruin  from  me!-** 
No,  Sigifmunda,  'tis  my  hope  with  thee 
To  mare  it,  whence  it  draws  its  richeft  value. 

Sig.  You  are  my  fovereign — I  at  humble  diftance 

Tan.  Thou  art  my  queen !  the  fovereign  of  my  foul ! 
You  never  reign'd  with  fuch  triumphant  luitre, 
Such  winning  charms  as  now;  yet,  thou  art  11111' 


The  dear,  the  rtnder,  generous  Sigifmund; 
Who,  with  a  heart  exalted  far  above 
Thofe  felfifh  views  that  charm  the  common  breaft, 
Stoop'd  from  the  height  of  life  and  courted  beauty, 
Then,  then,  to  love  me,  when  I  feem'd  of  fortune 
The  hopelefs  outcaft,  when  I  had  no  friend, 
None  to  protect  and  own  me,  but  thy  father. 
And  wouldft  thou  claim  all  goodnefs  to  thyfelf  ? 
Canft  thou  thy  Tancred  deem  fo  dully  form'd, 
Of  fuch  grofs  clay,  juft  as  I  reach'd  the  point — - 
A  point  my  wildefr.  hopes  could  ne'er  imagine--* 
In  that  great  moment,  full  of  every  virtue, 
That  I  mould  then  fo  mean  a  traitor  prove 
To  the  belt  blifs  and  honour  of  mankind, 
So  much  difgrace  the  human  heart,  as  then, 
For  the  dead  form  of  flattery  and  pomp, 
The  faiihlcfs  joys  of  courts,  to  quit  kind  truthj 
The  cordial  fvveets  of  friendfliip  and  of  love, 
The  lire  of  life!   my  all,  my  Sigifmunda! 
I  could  upbraid  thy  fears,  call  them  unkind, 
Cruel,  unjulr,  an  outrage  to  my  heart, 
Did  they  oot  fprmg  from  love, 
*  Sif.  Think  not,  my  Lord, 
That  to  fuch  vulgar  doubts  I  can  defcend,' 

¥our 
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Your  heart,  I  know  is  the  little  thought 

Of  changing  with  the  vain,  extern;.]  change 

Of  circumftance  and  fortune.    *  Rather  thence 

4  It  would,  with  riling-  ardour,  greatly  feel 

4  A  noble  pride,  to  mew  itfelf  the  fame.' 

But,  ah  !   the  hearts  of  kings  are  not  there  own.     , 

*  There  is  a  luty  that  fubje&s  the;n 

*  To  chains  of  itate,  to  wed  the  public  welfare, 

*  And  not  indulge  the  tender,  private  virtues.' 
Some  high-defcended  punqefs?  a  he  will  bring 
New  power  and  intereft  to  your  throne,  demands 
Your  royal  hand — perhaps  Conftantia 

Tan.  She ! 
Oh,  name  her  not!  Y\  ere  I  this  moment  free, 
And  difengag'd  as  he  who  *  never  felt, 
'  The  powerful  eye  of  beauty/  never  ilgh'd 
for  matchlefs  worth  like  thine,  I  (houla  abhor  , 

AH  thoughts  of  that  alliance.    Her  fell  father 
IVIofr.  bafely  murder'd  mine;  *  and  file,  his  daughter, 
i  Supported  by  his  barbarous  party  .full, 

*  His  pride  inherit-  nperious  fpirit, 

*  And  infolent  pretentions  to  my  throne.' 

And  canll  thou  deem  me,  then,  fo  poorly  tame, 

So  cool  a  traitor  to  my  father's  blood, 

As  from  the  prudent  cowardice  of  flute 

E'er  to  fubmit  to  fuch  a  bale  propofali 

4  Deterred  thought!   Oh,  dn-i  b  ,  doubly  hateful! 

*  From  the  two  ftnmgeft  p  |  from  averiion 

*  To  this  C  i — ana  from  leve  to  thee. 
4  Cuftom,  'tis  true,  a  venerable  tyrant, 

*  O'er  iervile  man  extends  i  dominion: 

4  The  pride  of  kings  enfla\  es  them;  their  ambition, 

*  Or  intereft,  lords  it  o'er  the  !  etter  pillions. 

-:.  mtlk'd  unci  •  ions  words 

1  Of  ftati  -■-.,  duty,  and  ofpul     :     tod.' 

whom  juil  Heavei  d, 

To  guard  tli  .    crt.es  of  others,  S 

4  For  me,  my  free-born  •         mall  bear  no  dictates, 

1  B  '  th  it. h  an 

4  But  the  dear  chains  of  lov 
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Or  if  indeed,,  my  choice  mud  be  directed 

By  views  of  public  good,  whom  mall  I  chufc 

So  fir  to  grace,  to  dignify  a  crown, 

And  beam  fweet  mercy  on  a  happy  people, 

A.s  thee,  my  love  ?   Whom  place  upon  my  throne 

But  thee,  defcended  from  the  good  Siftredi? 

4  'Tis  fit  that  heart  be  thine,  which  drew  from  him 

*  Whate'er  can  make  it  worthy  thy  acceptance. 

Sig,  Ceafe,  ceafe  to  raife  my  hopes  above  my  duty* 
Charm  me  no  more,  my  Tancred! — Oh,  that  we 
In  thofe  bleft  woods,  where  firft  you  won  my  foul, 
Had  pafs'd  our  gentle  days;  far  from  the  toil 
And  pomp  of  courts !   Such  is  the  wifh  of  love ; 
4  Of  love,  that  with  delightful  weaknefs,  knows" 

*  No  blifs,  and  no  ambition  but  itfelf. 

*  But  in  the  world's  full  light,  thofe  charming  dreams, 
4  Thofe  fond  illusions  vanim.     Awful  duties ! 

*  The  tyranny  of  men,  even  your  own  heart, 
'  Where  lurks  a  i'cni'e  your  paffion  {rifles  now, 

4  And  proud  imperious  honour  call  you  from  me.' 
'Tis  all  in  vain — you  cannot  hum  a  voice 

That  murmurs  here 1  mud:  not  be  perfuaded! 

Tan,  [hri  a  ngJ\  Hear  me,  thou  foul  of  all  my  hopes 
and  withes ! 
And  witness  Heaven,  prime  fource  of  love  and  joy  1 

warring  world  combin'd  againfl  me; 
4  Its  pride,  its  fplendor,  its  impofirig  forms, 

*  Nor  intereft,  nor  ambition,  nor  the  face 

4  Of  folemn  ftate^  not  even  thy  t  ither's  wifdom,' 
'       Shall  ever  (hake  my  faith  to  Sigifmunda! 

[Trumpets  am  cartK 

But,  hark  !  the  public  voice  to  duties  calls  me, 
Which  with  unwearied  z.e  i  I  will  dlfchar; 

And  thou,  yes,  thou,  malt  be  my  bright  reward 

Yet — ere  I  go — to  hufh  thy  lovely  fears*  [blank, 

Th)  tions [■>'  rites  lis  name."\    Take  this 

n'd  with  my  manie,  and  give  it  to  thy  father  : 
il  him,  'tis  my  command,  it  be  fillM  up 
'With  a  ricl  and  folemn  marriage-contract. 

Hew  dear  each  tie  !  how  ch  inning  to  my  foul ! 
That  ■..  me  to  it.  aundcu 

For 
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For  thee,  and  for  my  people's  good  to  live, 

Is  all  the  blifs  which  fovereign  power  can  give.  J 

]_Excu?iU 

THE  END   OF   THE   FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT   II 

SCENE,  a  grand  Saloon. 

JLhier  Sifrcci;. 
sirrsiDi. 
O  far  'tis  well — > — The  late  King's  will  proceeds 


Upon  the  plan  I  counfel'd;  that  Prince  Tancred 
Shall  make  Conitantia  partner  of  his  throne. 
Oh,  great,  Oh,  wiih'd  event !   *  whence  the  dire  feeds 
1  Of  dark  inteitine  broils,  of  civil  war,  y/ 

'  And  all  its  dreadful  miferies  and  crimes, 

*  Shall  be  for  ever  rooted  from  the  land. 

4  May  thefe  dim  eyes,  long  Mailed  by  the  rage 
'  Of  cruel  faction  and  my  country's  woes, 

*  Tir'd  with  the  toils  and  vanities  of  life, 

1  Behold  this  period,  then  be  clos'd  in  peace!' 

But  how  this  mighty  obftacle  furmount, 

Which  love  has  thrown  betwixt?  *  Love,  that  diflurbs 

'  The  fchemes  of  wifdom  ftill;  that,  wing'd  with  paffion^. 

*  Blind  and  impetuous  in  its  fond  purfuits, 

*  Leaves  the  grey-headed  reafon  far  behind. 
'  Alas,  how  frail  the  ftate  of  human  blifs ! 

hen  even  our  honcft  paffions  oft  deflroy  it. 
'  I  was  to  blame,  in  folitude  and  mades, 

*  Infectious  fcenes  !  to  trull  the;r  youthful  her.rts. 
c        >ald  I  had  tnaik'd  the  riling  flame,  that  now 

rerous  force  P~ My  -crowns 

for  the  King  ;  (he  trembling own'd  it, 
th  prayers,  and  fie  fupplicationf, 

r  almoft  fliook  my  fkmnefs — And  tl  k,  , 

:h  fonunefs  \  how  mu 

"Id  extravagance  he  lo  e  — 
I  I  ee □  >  me  n  — it  foils  my  deepeft  tl  -— 

How  I  this  madneif  of  the  Kii 

face  of  virtue,  and  will  thence 
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Difdain  rcurainr,   4  will,  from  His  generous  heart, 
■  Borrow  new  r  »ppofe 

4  To  reafon  reafon' Bur  it  mult  be  dene. 

4  My  own  advice",  of  which  I  more  and  more 
4  Approve,  the  ftficl  conditions  of  the  will, 
*  Highly  demand  his  marriage  with  Conitantia; 
4  Or  elfe  her  party  has  a  fair  preten<  e — — 

4  And  all  at  once  is  horror  .  ftifi<  n " 

4  How  iflue  from  this  maze?' The  ig  barons 

Here  fummon'd  to  the  p.dacc,  meet  already* 
To  pay  their  homag  :j  and  confirm  the  will. 
On  a  (qw  moments  hangs  the  public  fate, 

On  a  Few  hafly  ts Ha!  there  (hone 

A  gleam  of  hope — Yes,  with  this  very  piper    • 

I  yet  will  fave  him 4  Neceilary  means, 

4  For  good  and  noble  ends,  can  ne'er  he  wrong, 
4  In  that  rciill  lei's  that  peculiar  cafe, 

4  Deceit  is  truth  and  virtue But  how  hold 

4  This  lion  in  the  toil? Oh,  I  will  form  it 

*  Of  fuch  a  fatal  thread,  twift  it  lb  ftroi 

*  With  all  the  ties  of  honour  and  of  daty, 

1  That  his  moft  deiperate  fury  (hall .not  break 

4  The  honed  Glare. Here  is  the  royal  hand— 

I  will  beneath  it  write  a  perfect,  full, 

And  abfolutc  agreement  to  the  will; 

Which  read  before  the  nobles  of  the  realm 

Aifemblcd,  in  the  facred  face  of  Sicily, 

Conftantia  prefent,  every  heart  and  eye 

Fix'd  on  their  monarch,  every  tongue  applauding, 

He  muft  fubmit,  his  dream  of  love  mull  vanim— 

It  {hall  be  done To  me,  I  know,  'tis  ruin; 

But  fafety  to  the  public,  to  the  King. 
I  will  not  reafon  more,   4  I  will  not  liften 

*  Kven  to  the  voice  of  honour.' — No — 'tis  fix'd! 
I  here  devote  ire  for  my  i'rincc  and  country; 
Let  them  be  i':\fe^  and  let  me  nobly  periib ! 
Behold,  Earl  Ofmond  comes,  without  whole  aid 
My  fchemes  are  all  in  vain. 

R.itcr  Ofmond, 
Ofm.  My  Lord  SifiVcdi, 
I  from  the  council  haitend  to  Conftantia, 
And  have  accomplihVd  what  we  there  propos'd* 
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The  Princefs  to  the  will  fubmks  her  claim?. 
She  with  herprefence  means  to  grace  the  fenate, . 
And  of  your  royal  charge,  young  Tancred's  hand,  J 
Accept.     i  At 'fii-it,  indeed,  it  fhock'd  her  hopes 

*  Of  reigning  ible,.  this  new,  furprizing  fcene 
4  Of  Manfred  s  fon,  appointed  by  Che  King, 
4  With  her  joint  heir But  I  \o  fully  fhewM 

*  The  juftice  of  the  cafe,  the  public  good, 
4  And  lure  eftablim'd  peace  which  thence  would  life. 
'  Join'd  to  the  fi  .hat  urg'd  her, 
'  If  on  Sicilia's  throne  fhe  meant  to  lit, 

to  the  wife  difpofal  of  the  will 
'  Her  high  ambition  tam'd.'    Methought,  befideSj 
I  could  difcern,  that  not  from  prudence  merely 
She  to  this  choice  fubmitted. 

6*/.  X oble  Ofmond, 
You  have  in  this  dane  to  the  public  qreat 
And  fign  il  fervice.     Yes,  I  muft  avow  it ; 
frank  and  ready  initance  of  your  zeal, 
eh  a  trying  criiis  of  the  itare,  y 

4  When  intereil  and  ai  .t  have  warp'd 

I  own  this  trul  erous  virtue' 

ralhnefs  o     ny  i   rmer  judgment.  . 

di,  no.    To  yc  ae  praife;  v 

4  Tl  ious  work  is  yoi  id  I  not  fciz'd, 

4  Improv'd  the  wiih'd  occanbn  to  root  out 

*  Divifion  from  the  land,  and  fave  my  country, 
4  I  had  been  bale,  bee 

'Tis  you,  my  Lord,  to  whom  the  n  >ds, 

That  by  the  barbarous  fword  of  civil  war 
rlad  fallen  i>.  lives;   k 

4  Tl  this  fair  ifle,  from  her  firft  peers 

'  I  in  who  tills  '  er  is, 

4  O  ,  their  foft  d  hours, 

nd  through  I  >u, 

Pn  to  think 
I  have  fo  long  i  >d  man 

In  Sicily 4  with  what  impartial  care 

4  Ought  wc  to  watch  :e  and  panlon, 

4  Nor  truit  too  much  the  'd  c)e  of  pa. 

4  11  yain  delu&  nee, 

4  Its  hot  determinations,  that  con... 

4  All 
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'  AH  merit  and  all  virtue  to  itfelf.' 
To  yours  I  join  my  hand;  with  you  will  own 
No  intereit  and  no  party  but  my  country. 
Nor  is  your  friendfhip  only  my  ambition: 
There  is  a  dearer  name,  the  name  of  father, 
By  which  I  mould  rejoice  to  call  SiiTredi. 
Your  daughter's  hand  would  to  the  public  weal 
Unite  my  private  happinefs. 

Sif.  My  Lord, 
You  have  my  glad  confent.    To  be  allied 
To  your  diftinQ'uhVd  family  and  merit, 

JO  »' 

I  fhali  efteem  an  honour.    From  my  foul  „ 

I  here  embrace  Earl  Ofmond  as  my  friend 
And  fon. 

Ofm,  You  make  him  happy.     This  atfent, 
'  So  frank  and  warm,  to  what  I  long-  have  wilh'd, 

*  Engages  all  my  gratitude ;  at  once, 

*  In  the  firft  bloflbm,  it  matures  our  friendfliip.' 
I  from  this  moment  vow  my  i elf  the  friend 
And  zealous  fervant  of  Silfredi's  houfe. 

Enter  an  Officer  Icloiiglvg  to  the  court. 
Off,  [to  Stfredi*']  The  King,  my  Lord,  demands  your 

fpeedy  pre  fence. 
Sif,  I  will  attend  him  (trait — Farewel,  my  Lord; 
The  fenate  meets :  there,  a  few  moments  hence, 
I  will  rejoin  you. 

Ofm,  There,  my  noble  Lord, 
We  will  complete  this ialutary  work; 
"W  ill  there  begin  a  new  aufpicious  cr.\. 

[Exetmt  Siffredi  and  Officer  % 
Siffredi  gives  his  daughter  to  my  wifhes — 
But  does  (he  give  herfelf?  Gay,  young,  and  ilatter'd, 
Perhaps  engag'd,  will  fhe  her  youthful  heart 
Yield  to  my  hardier,  uncomplying  years  ? 
I  am  not  form'd,  by  flattery  and  praife, 
By  fighs  and  tears,  and  all  the  whining  trade 
i  )r  love,  to  feed  a  fair-one's  vanity; 
To  charm  at  ome  and  fpoil  her.    Thefe  foft  arts 
Nor  fuit  my  years  nor  temper  J  thefe  be  left 
To  boys,  and  doating  age.    A  prudent  father, 
By  nature  charg'd  to  guide  and  rule  her  choice, 
Refigns  his  daughter  to  a  hufband's  power, 
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Who  with  fuperior  dignity,  with  reafon, 
And  manly  tendernefs,  will  ever  love  her; 
Not  firft  a  kneeling  Have,  and  then  a  tyrant. 

*  Enter  Barons. 
c  My  Lords,  I  greet  you  well.    This  wondrous  day 
'  Unites  us  all  in  amity  and  friendfhip. 

*  We  meet  to-day  with  open  hearts  and  looks, 

*  Not  gloom'd  by  party,  fcouling  on  each  other, 
4  But  all  the  children  of  one  happy  ifle, 

*  The  fo.ial  fons  of  liberty.     No  pride, 

*  No  paflion  now,  no  thwarting-  views  divide  us : 

'  Prince  Manfred's  line,  at  lait,  to  William's  join'd, 

4  Combines  us  in  one  family  of  brothers. 

4  This  to  the  late  good  King's  well-order'd  will, 

*  And  wife  SifFredi's  generous  care  we  owe. 
4  I  truly  give  you  joy.     Firft  of  you  all, 

4  I  here  renounce  thofe  errors  and  divifions 

*  That  have  fo  long  diitiirb'd  our  peace,  and  feem'd, 

*  Fermenting  flill,  to  threaten  new  commotions 
4  By  time  inftructed,  let  us  not  difdain 

4  To  quit  miftakes.     We  all,  my  Lords,  have  err'd. 
4  Men  may,  I  find,  be  honeft,  though  they  differ, 

4  17?  Baron.  Who  follows  not,  my  Lord,  the  fair  example 

*  You  fet  us  all,  whate'er  be  his  pretence, 

*  Loves  not  with  fingle  and  unbias'd  heart, 
4  His  country  as  he  ought. 

4  id  Baron.  Oh,  beauteous  peace! 
4  Sweet  union  of  a  Hate !  what  elfe,  but  thou,       ^ 
4  Gives  fafety,  ftrength,  and  glory  to  a  people? 
4  I  bow,  Lord  Conftable,  beneath  the  mow 
4  Of  many  years;  yet  in  my  breait  revives 
4  A  youthful  flame.    Methinks,  I  fee  again 
4  Thofe  gentle  days  renew'd,  that  ble<Vd  our  ifle, 
4  Ere  by  this  waiteful  fury  of  divifion, 
4  Worfe  than  our  Etna's  mod  deftru6tive  fires, 
4  It  dcfolated  funk.    I  fee  our  plains 
4  Unbounded  waving  with  the  gifts  of  harveft; 
4  Our  feas  with  commerce  throng'd;  our  bufy  ports 
4  With  cheerful  toil.    Our  Enna  blooms  afrefh; 
1  Afrcfti  the  f.vcets  of  thymy  Hybla  flow. 
4  Our  nymphs  and  fhepherds,  fporting  in  each  vale, 
4  Infpjre  new  loir/,  and  wake  thcpafloial  reed — 

C  ■  The 
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The  tongue  of  age  is  fond — Come,  come,  my  fons ; 
I  long  to  fee  this  Prince,  of  whom  the  world 
Speaks  largely  well — His  father  was  my  friend, 
The  brave,  unhappy  Manfred — Come,  my  Lords; 
We  tarry  here  too  long. 

1  Enter  two  Officers  keeping  off  the  Crowd. 
1  One  of  the  Crowd.   Shew  us  our  King, 
The  valiant  Manfred's  fon,  who  lov'd  the  people — 
We  muft,  we  will  behold  him — Give  us  way. 
1  lftOff-  Pi'ay,  Gentlemen,  give  back — it  mult  not  be— • 

Give  back,  I  pray on  fuch  a  glad  occaiion, 

I  would  not  ill  entreat  the  loweft  of  you. 
4  id  Man  of  the  Crowd.   Nay,  give  us  but  a  glimpfe  of 

our  young  King. 
We  more  than  any  Baron  of  them  all, 
Will  pay  him  due  allegiance. 
*  zdOjf.   Friends — indeed 

You  cannot  pafs  this  way We  have  Uriel:  orders, 

To  keep  for  him  himfelf,  and  for  the  Barons, 

All  thefe  apartments  clear Go  to  the  gate 

That  fronts  the  fea,  you  there  will  find  admiffion. 
4  All.  Long  live  King  Tancred !  Manfred's  fon — huzza  !- 

4  [Crowd goes  of.' 
Enter  ift  Officer. 
if!  Off.  My  Lord,  the  King  «  rtib*a\  the  fenafe  fits. 
And  waits  your  prefence.        [Exeunt  Ofmond  and  Barons. 

[Shouts  within. 
Enter  2d  Officer. 
2d  Off.  I  have  not  f ecu 
£0  wild  a  tumuli;  the  town  is  mad  with  tranfport; 
Shew  us  our  King,  they  cry,  our  Norman  King, 
The  valiant  Manfred's /on,  who  htfd  the  people. 
In  vain  I  told  *em,  that  we  had  fried  orders 
To  keep  for  him  himfef,  and  for  the  Barons, 
All  theft  apartments  clear.    Nought  could 

y  form  of  %cal\   9 till  at 
The  northern  gate,  that  fronts  the  fea, 
I pro7)iiid  them  admittance. 

\ft  Off.   I  do  not  marvel  at  their  rage  of  joy : 
He  is  a  brave  and  amiable  Prince. 
When  in  my  Lord  SifFredi's  houfe  I  liv'd, 
Ere  by  his  favour  I  obtain'd  this  office, 

I  there 
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I  there  remember  well  the  young  Count  Tancred. 

To  fee  him  and  to  love  him  were  the  lame; 

He  was  fo  noble  in  his  ways,  yet  Hill  / 

So  affable  and  mild Well,  well,  old  Sicily, 

Yet  happy  days  await  thee  ! 

2d  Off,  Grant  it,  Heaven! 
1  We  have  ieen  fad  and  troublefome  times  enough.' 
He  is  they  fay,  to  wed  the  late  King's  filler,      / 
Conilantia. 

lfi  Of*  Friend,  of  that  I  greatly  doubt. 
Or  I  mistake,  or  Lord  Siffredi's  daughter,  j 

The  gentle  Sigifmunda,  has  his  heart. 
If  one  may  judge  by  kindly  cordial  looks, 
And  fond  afliduous  care  to  pleafe  each  other, 

Moft  certainly  they  love Oh,  be  they  bleft, 

As  they  deferve !  It  were  great  pity  aught 
Should  pirt  a  matchlefs  pair;  the  glory  he, 
And  lhe  the  blooming  grace  of  Sicily ! 

id  Off.  My  Lord  Rodolpho  comes. 

Enter  Rodclpho  from  the  fenate. 

Rod.  My  ho;. ell  friends, 
You  may  retire.  [Officers  go  cut."]  A  ftorm  is  in  the  wind. 
This  will  perplexes  all.     No,  Tancred  never 
Can  iloop  to  thefe  conditions,  which  at  once        J 
Attack  his  rights,  his  honour,  and  his  love. 

Thofe  wife  old  men,  thofe  plodding,  grave,  {late  pedants, 

Forget  the  courfe  of  youth ;  their  crooked  prudence,      ^T* 

To  bafenefs  verging  ilill,  forgets  to  take 

Into  their  fine-fpua  fchemes  the  generous  heart, 
through  the  cov  -web  fyilem  hurtling,  lays 

Their  labours  wafle — So  will  this  buiincis  prove, 

Or  I  millike  the  lv       —     ck  from  the  pomp 

He  feem'd  at  firfl  to  (brink,  and  round  hi 

I  mark'd  a  gath'  y  his  fide, 

As  if  defiim'd  to  *h  ;rc  the  public  h<- 

He  faw  •  .  r.     Bur  '.', 

frownM, 
; 
Th'  unjuft,  the  I  i  :is  of  the  will. 

He  oft,  i  i  himfelf  to 

.  iutcrn  -'J, 
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With  confcious  hafte,  to  dread  that  interruption, 

And  hurry'd  on But  bark  !  I  hear  a  noife, 

As  if  th'aflembly  rofe — «  Ha!  Sknfmunda, 
4  Opprefs'd  with  grief,  and  wrapp'd  in  penfive  forrow, 
'  Pafies  along. 
*  *  [Sigifmunaa  and  Attendants pafs  through  the  hackfcCfie.'V 

Etoier  1  aura. 
Laura.  Your  high-prais'd  friend,  the  King', 
Is  falfe,  moft  vilely  falfe.    The  meaneft  Have" 
Had  fhevvn  a  nobler  heart;    *  nor  groflly  thus, 
'  By  the  firft  bait  ambition  fpread,  been  gull'd.' 
He  Manfred's  fon !  away !  it  cannot  be ! 
The  fon  of  that  brave  prince  could  ne'er  §  betray 
1  Thofe  rights  fo  long  ufurp'd  from  his  great  fathei^ 
*■  Which  he,  this  day,  by  fuch  amazing  fortune, 
/     *  Had  juft  regain'd;  he  ne'er  could'  facrifice 
Ail  faith,  all  honour,  gratitude  and  love, 

*  Even  juft  refentment  of  his  father's  fate, 

*  And  pride  itfelf ;  whate'er  exalts  a.  man 

*  Above  the  groveling  fons  of  peafant  mud,' 
All  in  a  moment — And  for  what?  why,  truly, 
For  kind  permiifion,  gracious  leave,  to  lit 

On  his  own  throne,  with  tyrant  William's  daughter! 

Rod.  I  Hand  amaz'd — You  furely  wrong  him,  Laura, 
There  mull  be  fome  miftake. 

Laura.  There  can  be  none! 
Sifnedi  read  his  full  and  free  confent 
Before  th'  applauding  fenate.    True  indeed, 
A  fmall  remain  of  fhame,  a  timorous  weaknefs, 
Even  daftardly  in  falfhocd,  made  him  bliiih 
v     To  a£fc  this  fcene  in  Sigifmunda'a  eye, 

Who  funk  beneath  his  perfidy  and  bafenefs. 
Hence,  till  to-morrow  he  adjourn'd  the  fenate! 
To-morrow,  lix'd  with  infamy  to  crown  him ! 
Then,  leading  off  his  gay,  triumphant  Princefs, 
He  left  the  poor,  unhappy  Sigifmunda 
To  bend  her  trembling  ileps  to  that  fad  home 

His  faithlefs  vows  will  render  hateful  to  her 

'  He  comjes — Farev.cl 1  cannot  bear  his  prefence ! 

[Exit  Laura. 
Enter  Tancred  and  S'jfredi,  meeting. 
Tom*  Avoid  me,  hoary  traitor ! — Go,  Rodolpho, 

Give 
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Give  orders  that  all  paflages  this  way 

Be  ihut — Defend  me  from  a  hateful  world, 

The  bane  of  peace  and  honour — then  return — [Ex.  Rod. 

What !  doit  thou  haunt  me  ftill?  Oh,  monftrous  infult! 

Unparallel'd  indignity !  Jul!  Heaven ! 

Was  ever  King,  was  ever  man  fo  treated ; 

So  trampled  into  bafenefs  ? 

Sif.  Here,  my  Liege, 
Here  ftrike!  I  nor  deferve,  nor  afk  for  mercy. 

*  Tan.  Diftra&ion! — Oh,  mvfoul! — Hold,  reafon,  hold 

*  Thy  giddy  feat — Oh,  this  inhuman  outrage 
4  Unhinges  thought ! 

*  Sif.  Exterminate  thy  fervnn:.' 

Tan.  All,  all  but  this  I  could  have  borne — but  this! 
This  daring  infolence  beyond  example  ! 
This  murderous  itroke,  that  ftabs  my  peace  for  ever! 
That  wounds  me  there — there!  where  the  human  heart 
Melt  exquifitejy  feels 

Sif.  Oh,  bear  it  not, 
My  royal  Lord  ;  appeafe  on  me  your  vengeance! 

Tan.  Did  ever  tyrant  image  aught  fo  cruel! 
The  loweit  flave  that  crawls  upon  the  earth, 
Robb'd  of  each  comfoi  ti  beftows  on  mortals, 

On  the  bare  ground  has  ftill  his  virtue  left, 
The  facred  treafure  of  an  honeft  heart, 

th  ralh,  audacious  hand, 
And  impious  fraud,  in  me  to  violate 

S'f.  Behold,  my  Lord,  that  rafh,  audacious  hand, 

Which  not  rep:nts  irs  crime Oh,  glorious,  happy! 

It  by  my  ruin  I  can  fave  your  honour. 

Tan.  Sikh  honour  I  renounce;  with  fovereign  fcorn 
deteft  it,  and  its  mean  advifer! 
Haft  thou  not  d  h  my  name  to  flicker, 

*  My  nam'  \1, 

4  (/:•.'  □  from  the  hful  heart, 

*  With  the  \  1  ft  love  o'erflowihg  ! Haft  thou  not' 

Bent  ne,  bafely  prefum'd 

To  fhteld  a  :  arte;  VI,  w 

.  e. 

*  In  fact  [>ne  can  be  held 

ion  thy  ftimfy  artf, 
I '  3  i  Touch'd 
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*  Touch'd  by  my  juft,  my  burning-  indignation, 

4  Shall  burit  like  threads  in  flame — Thy  doating  prudence 

*  But  more  fecures  the  purpofe  it  would  (hake. 

*  Had  my  refolves  been  wavering  and  doubtful, 

*  This  would  confirm  them,  make  them  fix'd  as  fate; 
'  This  adds  the  only  motive  that  was  wanting 

'  To  urge  them  on  through  war  and  defolation.* 
What!  marry  her!  Conflantia!  her!  the  daughter 
m    J       Of  the  fell  tyrant  who  deftroy'd  my  father! 

The  very  thought  is  madnefs!  Ere  thou  feed: 
The  torch  of  Hymen  light  thefe  hated  nuptials, 
Thou  (halt  behold  Siciiia  wiv.pt  in  flames, 
Her  cities  raz'd,  her  vallies  drench'd  with  {laughter— 
Love  fet  slide,  my  pride  aflumes  the  quarrel ; 
My  honour  now  is  up;   in  fpite  of  thee, 
A  world  combin'd  againft  me,  I  will  give 
J-    This  fcatter'd  will  in  fragments  to  the  winds, 
Atfert  my  rights,  the  freedom  of  my  heart, 
Cruih  all  who  dare  oppole  me  to  the  dufl, 
And  heap  perdition  on  thee ! 

Sjf.  Sir,  Ms  juft. 
Exhauft  on  me  thy  rage;   I  claim  it  all. 
But  for  thefe  public  threats  thy  pailion  utters, 
/    'Tis  what  thou  canft.  not  do. 
Tan,   I  cannot!   ha! 

*  Driven  to  the  dreadful  brink  of  fuch  dilhonour, 
'  Enough  to  make  the  tamed  coward  brave, 

,     '  And  into  fiercenefs  route  the  mildelt  nature,' 
What  (hall  arreft  my  vengeance?  Who? 
J         Sif.  Thyfelf. 

Tan.  Away !  Dare  not  to  juftify  thy  crime ! 
Th:t,  that  alone  can  aggravate  its  horror, 
Add  infolence  to  infolence — perhaps 
May  make  my  rage  forget 

ISif.  Oh,  let  it  built 
On  this  grey  head,  devoted  to  thy  fervicc ! 
But  when  the  ftorm  has  vented  all  its  fury, 

Thou  then  mull  hear — nay  more,  I  know  thou  wilt 

Wilt  heaj  the  calm,  yet  itrongcr  voice  of  reafon. 
«  Thou  mud  reflect  that  a  whole  people's  fafety, 

*  The  weal  of  trufted  millions,  mould  bear  down, 

*  Thyfelf  the  judge,  the  fondeft  partial  pleafure.' 

Thou 
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Thou  mull  reflect  that  there  are  other  duties, 

*  A  nobler  pride,  a  more  exalted  honour, 

*  Superior  pleafures  far,  that  will  oblige, 

1  Compel  thee,  to  abide  by  this  my  deed,     J 

*  Unwarranted  perhaps  in  common  juftice, 

*  But  which  neceffity,  ev'n  virtue's  tyrant, 

4  With  awful  voice  commanded' Yes,  thou  muft, 

In  calmer  hours,  diveit  thee  of  thy  love, 
Thefe  common  pailions  of  the  vulgar  breaft, 
This  boiling  heat  of  youth,  and  be  a  king, 
The  lover  of  thy  people  ! 

Tan.   *  Truths,  ill  employed, 

*  Abus'd  to  colour  guilt! A  king!  a  king  f 

Yes,  I  will  be  a  king,   but  not  a  Have; 

In  this  will  be  a  king  ;   in  this  my  people 

Shall  learn  to  iudr>e  hew  I  will  er^ard  their  rights, 

When  they  behold  me  vindicate  my  own. 

But  have  I,  fay,  been  treated  like  a  king  ? 

Heavens !  could  I  Hoop  to  fuch  outrageous  ufage, 

I  were  a  mean,  a  fli  imelefs  wretch,  unworthy 

To  wield  a  fceptre  in  a  land  of  fl.tv- 

A  foil  abhorr'd  of  virtue  ;   (hould  belie 

My  father's  blood,  belie  thofe  very  maxims, 

At  other  times,  you  taught  my  youth Sifiredi! 

[/»  a  foficncd  ton?  of  voice. 
S'f.  Behold,  my  Prince,  thy  poor  old  fervant, 
Whole  darling  ere,  thefe  twenty  years,  has  been 
To  nurfe  thee  up  to  virtue;   *  \  fhee, 

4  Thy  glory  and  thy  weal,  rcn  all, 

4  Ail  intereft  or  ambition  can  pour  forth; 
4  What  many  a  felfifh  father  vyould  purfue 
4  Through  treachery  and  crimes:'  behold  him  herej 
Bent  on  his  feeble  knees,  to  beg,  conjure  thee, 
With  tears  to  leg  thee  to  controul  thy  paflion,  <S 

five  thyfclf,  thy  honour,  ;.nd  thy  people! 
Kneeling  with  r.  /i.l  the  many  rhoufmis 

To  thy  p  i  milted;  fathers,  m 

The  UK 

The  tender  virgin,  and  the  ! 

4  The  miniii  'n,  thole  '  tin, 

4  Around  thy  v  \y  of  :  u 

4  And  thofe  whole  labour,  :  I  by  wind"  and  fun, 

•  ieeJ^ 
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*  Feeds  the  rejoicing- public;'  fee  them  all, 
Here  at  thy  feet.,  conjuring  thee  to  lave  them 
From  mifery  and  war,  from  crimes  and  rapine! 

*  Can  there  be  aught,  kind  Heaven,  in  felt-indulgence 
4  To  weigh  down  thefe,  this  aggregate  of  love, 

*  With  which  compared,  the  deareit  private  pajEon 
8  Is  but  the  wafted  dutt  upon  the  balance?1 
Turn  not  away Oh,  is  there  not  fome  part 

In  thy  great  heart,  fo  fenfible  to  kindnefs, 
And  generous  warmth,  fome  nobler  part,  to  feel 
The  prayers  and  tears  of  thefe,  the  mingled  voice 
Of  hen ven  and  earth? 

Tan.  There  is,  and  thou  hail:  touch'd  it. 

Rife,  rife,  Shfredi Oh,  thou  haft  undone  me! 

Unkind  old  man! Oh,  ill-entreated  Tancred! 

Which  way  foe'er  I  turn,  difhonour  rears 
Her  hideous  front — and  mifery  and  ru    . 
4  Was  it  for  this  you  took  fuch  care  to  form  me  ? 
4  For  this  imbu'd  me  with  the  quickeft  fenfe 

*  Of  frame;  thefe  finer  feelings,  that  ne'er  vex 

*  The  common  nvafs  of  mortals,  dully  happy 

*  In  blefs'd  infenfibility?  Oh,  rather 

1  You  fliould  have  fear'd  my  heart,  taught  me  that  power 
4  And  fplendid  intereir  lord  it  ftill  o'er  virtue  ; 
1  That,  gilded  by  profperity  and  pride, 
4  There  is  nofhame,  no  meanncls;   tempered  thus, 
4  I  had  been  fit  to  rule  a  venal  world. 
4  Ahs!  what  meant  thy  wantonnefs  of  prudence?' 
Why  have  you  rais'd  this  miferable  contlu  t 
I  Betwixt  the  duties  of  the  king  and  man? 

Set  virtue  again  ft  virtue  ? '  Aru-Siftredi ! 

4  'Tiathy  fuperfluous,  thy  unfeeling  wifdom, 
4  That  has  involv'd  me  in  a  m  ize  of  error 

4  Almoft  beyond  retreat' But  hold,  my  foul, 

Thy  fteady  purpofe Toft  bv  various  paffiona. 

To  this  eternal  anchor  keep There  is, 

J    Can  be  no  public  without  private  virtue 

Then,  mark  me  well,  obferve  what  I  command; 

4  It  is  the  fole  expedient  now  remaining ' 

To- morrow,  when  the  fenate  meets  again, 

Unfold  the  whole,  unravel  the  deceit ; 

4  Nor  that  alone;  try  to  repair  its  mifchicf; 

*  There 
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*  There  all  thy  power,  thy  eloquence  and  intereft 

*  Exert  to  reinitiate  me  in  my  rights, 

4  And  from  thy  own  dark  {hares  to  difembroil  me.'— 
Start  not,  my  Lord — This  mull  and  (hall  be  done  !  '     )/ 
Or  here  our  friendihip  ends — Howe'er  difguis'd, 
Whatever  thy  pretence,  thou  art  a  traitor. 

S'if.  I  mould  indeed  deferve  the  name  of  traitor, 
And  even  a  traitor's  fete,  had  I  fo  (lightly, 
From  principles'  fo  weak,  done  what  I  did, 
As  e'er  to  difavow  it 

Tan.  Ha! 

8if,  My  Liege, 

Expect  not  this Though  pracYis'd  long  in  courts, 

I  have  not  fo  far  learn'd  their  fubtle  trade, 

To  veer  obedient  with  each  gull  of  paliion. 

I  honour  thee,  I  venerate  thy  orders, 

But  honour  more  my  doty*     Nought  on  earth    v 

Shall  ever  fluke  me  from  that  folid  rock, 

Nor  fmiles,  nor  frowns. 

7  an.  You  will  not  then  ?  * 

Sif.  I  cannot.  * 

Tan.  Away!  begone! Ch,  my  Rodolpho,  come, 

And  fave  me  from  this  traitor ! — Hence,  I  fay. 

4  Avoid  my  prefence  frrait !  and  know,  old  man, 

4  Thou,  my  worft  foe  beneath  the  maik  of  friendfhip, 

4  Who,  not  content  to  trample  in  the  dull 

4  My  deareft  rights,  doit  with  cool  iufolence  x 

4  Pcrfift,  and  call  it  duty ;  hadft  thou  net 

4  A  daughter  that  protects  thee,  thou  mould*!  feel 

4  The  vengeance  thou  cu.ervclt.' No  reply ! 

Away!  ,  [jExit  Sffrcdi* 

I  1 0. 

Ro  \  enfe  my  Prince  fo  highly 

:d  Siffredi ! 

fa   .  : Wpho?  / 

>Id  thee  wh"  I  has  done, 

a  bov,  a  b.i  wretch, 

Y\  ho  had  nor  heart  nor  fpirit,  thou  wilt  Itand 
nder  at  my  iKipid  p.. 

niihinent  and  grief, 
1  The  .L.  .  nourable  will, 

4  Void  in  itfcli — 1  i  flung  will. 

*  And 
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And  writhing  in  the  fnarej  jufl  as  I  went, 

At  your  command,  to  wait  you  here — but  that 

Was  the  King's  deed,  not  his. 

«  Tan.  Oh,  he  advis'd  it! 
Theie  in  my  years  lie  h  ;s  in  fecret  hatch'd 
This  black  Contrivance,  glories  in  the  fcheme, 
And  proudly  plumes  him  with  his  troiteroCts  value. 
But  that  was  nought,  Rodolpho,  nothing,  nothmg! 
Oh,  that  was  genth  ,  blamelefs  to  what  follow'd! 
I  had,  my  friend,  to  Sigifnwinda  given, 
To  hufh  her  fears,  in  the  full  gum  of  fondn< 
A  blank,  (ign'd  with  my  hand — and  he,  Oh,  heavens! 
Was  ever  fuch  a  wild  attempt! — he  wrote 
Beneath  my  name  an  abfolute  compliance 
To  this  deteited  will ;  nay,  darM  to  read  it 
Before  myfelf,  on  my  infulted  throne 

His  idle  pageant  plac'd Oh  words  are  weak 

To  paint  the  pangs,  the  rage,  the  indignation, 

That  whirl'd  from  thought  to  thought  my  foul  in  tempeflj 

Now  on  the  point  to  burfr,  and  now  by  lhame 

Rcprefs'd But  in  the  face  of  Sicily, 

All  mad  with  acclamation,  what,  Rodolpho, 

What  could  I  do?  The  fole  relicfth.it  roie 

To  my  diltr.i'Sted  mind,  was  to  adjourn 

Th'  affembly  till  to-morrow — But  to-morrow 

What  can  be  done? — Oh,  it  avails  not  what! 

I  care  not  what  is  done — My  only  care 

Is  how  to  clear  my  faith  to  Sigiimunda. 

She  thinks  me  fali'e!   She  call  a  look  that  kill'd  me! 

Oh  !    I  am  bafe  in  Sigifnrunda's  ej  ■ ! 

The  loweit  of  mankind,  the  moil  prefidious  \ 

1  Rod*  This  was  a  {brain  of  infolence  indeed, 
A  daring  outrage  of  lb  ftrange  a  nature 
As  Huns  me  quite 

*  Ta?i.  Curs'd  be  my  timid  prudence, 
That  dafh'd  not  back,  that  moment  m  his  face, 
The  bold  prefumptuous  lie! — and  curs'd  this  hand, 
That  from  a  ftart  of  poor  dilli initiation, 
Led  off  my  Sigifmunda's  hated  rival, 
Ah,  then!  what,  poifon'd  by  the  falfe  appearance. 

What  Sigifmunda,  were  thy  thoughts  of  me? 
How,  in  the  kicut  litternefs  of  foul, 

<  How 
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How  did  it.  thou  (corn  me!  hate  mankind,  thyfelf, 
For  trailing  to  the  vows  of  faithlefs  Tancred? 
For  fuch  I  feem'd — I  was — the  thought  dinracts  me! 
I  mould  have  call  a  flattering  world  aiide, 
Rufh'd  from  my  throne,  before  them  all  avow'd  her, 
The  choice,  the  glory  of  my  free-born  heart, 
And  fpurn'd  the  fhameful  fetters  thrown  upon  it— 
Inilead  of  that — -confufion  ! — what  I  did 
Has  clinch'd  the  chain,  confirm'd  Siflredi's  crime, 
And  fix'd  me  down  to  infamy ! 
<  Rod.  My  Lord, 

Blame  not  the  conduct  which  your  flotation 
Tore  from  your  tortur'd  heart — What  could  you  do? 

you,  fo  circumilanc'd,  in  open  fenate, 
Before  th'  aflonifh'd  public,  with  no  friends 
Prepar'd,  no  party  form'd,  affronted  thus, 
The  haughty  Princefs  snd  her  powerful  faclion, 
Supported  by  this  will,  the  fudden  itroke, 
Abrupt  and  premature,  might  have  recoii'd 

1  yourfelf,  even  your  own  friends  revolted,      , 
And  turn'd  at  once  the  public  fcale  againfl:  you. 
Beiides,  conflder.  had  you  th  x'd 

In  its  frefh  guilt  this  action  di, 

You  mult  with  fignal  vengeance  have  chaftis'd 
The  treafonable  deed — Nothing  fo  mean 
As  weak  infulted  power  that  dares  not  punifh. 
And  how  would  that  have  fuited  with  your  love; 
His  daughter  preient  too?  Trait  me,  your  conduct, 

e'er  abhorrent  to  a  heart  like  yo  * 

fortunate  ai  —  Jot  that  I  mean 

E'er  to  advife  fubmitfion 

i  Tai.  Heavens !   fubmiflion- 


Id  I  defcend  to  bear  it,  even  iri  thought, 

i  rjfmunda ! 
Submulionl — No! — To-moi  glorious] 

11  fiafh  difco\  the  (bene  of  ba  enei  . 

Whatever  be  the  rifque,  by  .  ,  to-nio. 

I  will  o'erturn  es 

Of  thefe  old  men,  and  mew  my  fait]  late, 

•  .M  .  wear, 

th  undiminiih'd  dignity,  mn 

n  him.' 


But 
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But  tills,  fny  friend,   \  thefe  (lonnv  gulls  of  pride 

Are  foreign  to  my  love Till  Sigifmunda 

Be  difabus'd,  my  bread  is  tumult  all, 

And  can  obey  no  fettled  courfe  of  reafon. 

I  fee  her  dill,  I  feel  her  powerful  image, 

That  look,  where  with  reproach  complaint  was  mixM, 

Big  with  foft  woe,  and  gentle  indignation, 

\\  hich  feem'd  at  once  to  pity  and  to  fcorn  me 

Oh,  let  me  find  her !   I  too  long  have  left 

My  Sigifmunda  to  converfe  with  tears, 

A  prey  to  thoughts  that  picture  me  a  villain. 

But  ah!   how,  clogg'd  with  this  accurfcd  irate, 

A  tedious  world,  fhall  I  now  find  accefs  ? 

Hea*  father  too — Ten  thoufand  horrors  crowd 

Into  the  wild,  fantaitic  eye  of  love 

Who  knows  what  he  may  do?   Come  then,  my  friend, 

And  by  thy  filter's  hand,  Oh,  let  me  ileal 

A  letter  to  her  bofom — I  no  longer 

Can  bear  her  abfence,  by  the  jult  contempt 

She  now  rmift  brand  me  with,  inrlam'd  to  madnefs. 

Fly,  my  Rodolpho,  fly!  engage  thy  fifter 

To  aid  my  letter.'      This  black,  unheard-of  outrage, 

I  cannot  n&V}  impart '"Till  Sigifmunda 

Be  difabus'd,  my  breafl  is  tumult  all. 

Come,  then,  my  friend,  and  by  the  hand  of  Laura, 

Oh,  Jet  me  flea  I  a  letter  to  her  bofom, 

And  this  4  very'  evening 

Secure  an  interview — I  would  not  bear 

This  rack  another  day,  not  for  my  kingdom. 

4  Till  then,  deep  plung'd  in  folitude  and  made?, 

*  I  will  not  fee  the  hated  face  of  man.' 

Thought  drives  on  thought,  on  paifions  paflions  roll; 

Her  fmiles  alone  can  calm  my  raging  foul. 

[Exeunt* 


THE  END  OF   THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT    II  L 

S  C  E  N  E,  a  Chamber. 

Szg'Jhtunda  alone ,  Jirt  ng  in  a  difconfotatc  pojlure, 

\    H,  tyrant  Prince !  ah  more  than  faithlefs  Tancred! 
J_~\.  Ungenerous  and  inhuman  in  thy  falfhood! 
Hadlt  thou,  this  ;  ,  when  my  hopelefs  heart, 

Submiiiive  to  my  fortune  and  my  duty, 
Had  fo  much  fpirit  left,  as  to  be  willing 
To  give  thee  back  thy  vows,  ah!  nadir,  thou  then 
Confefb'd  the  lad  neceffity  thy  r 
Impos'd  upon  thee,  and  with  gentle  friendfhip, 
Since  we  muft  part  at  laft,  our  parting  foften'd; 
I  fhouid  indeed — I  fhould  have  been  unhappy, 

t  not  to  this  extreme — l  Amidlt  my  grief, 
6  I  h;  d  with  peniive  pleafure,  cheriih'd  itill 
'  The  fweet  remembrance  of  thy  former  love, 
1  Thy  image  itill  had  dwelt  upon  my  foul, 

i  made  our  guiltlefs  woes  not  undelightful, 

I  coolly  thus — How  couldft  thou  be  fo  cruel?——' 
i  Thus  to  revive  my  hopes,  to  footh  my  love 

•j  call  forth  all  its  tendernefs,  then  (Ink;  nte 
1  In  blacl  •/ — What  unrelenting  pride 

tfeiVd  thy  breaft,  that  I  r  unmov'd 

'  To  fee  me  bent  beneath  a  weight  of  marne? 
4  Pangs  thou  canft  never  feel !  Plow  couldft  thou  drag  me, 
'  In  barbarous  triumph  at  a  rival's  car? 
4  Mow  make  me  witnefs  to  a  fight  of  horror?  * 

4  That  hand,  which,  but  a  few  fhort  ho 

I  Tore  th'atteiUng  world  /.', 

« Ii 

hen  the  leaii  cloud  that  hung  upon  my 
"haps  i;.  'ch'd  thy  pity. 

*  Then.  .iv  tear, 

I 
'In  forgot  itfelf, 

. 


>/ 
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'  With  ftudied  anguiih  of  thy  own  creating, 

*  Nor  wet  thy  harden'd  eye — Hold,  let  me  think—* 

'  I  wrong  thee  lure;  thou  canft  not  be  fo  bafe,  fc^ 

'  As  meanly  in  my  raifery  to  triumph SjftV 

1  What  is  it  then! — 'Tis  ficklenefs  of  nature, 

.      '  'Tis  flckly  love  extmguim'd  by  ambition * 

Is  there,  kind  Heaven,  no  conttancy  in  man? 
No  ftedraft  truth,  no  generous  fix'd  affection, 
That  can  bear  up  againft  a  felfifh  world? 

/        No,  there  is  none — Even  Tancred  is  inconftant!   \RiJing 
Hence !  let  me  fly  this  icene! — Whate'er  I  fee, 
Thefe  roofs,  thefe  walls,  each  object  that  iiirrounds  me, 
Are  tainted  with  his  vows — But  whither  fly? 
The  groves  are  worie,  the  foft  retreat  of  Belmont, 
Its  deepening1  glooms,  gay  lawns,  and  airy  fummits, 
Will  wound  my  bufy  memory  to  torture, 
And  all  its  (hades  will  whifper — faithlefs  Tancred!— 
My  father  comes — How,  funk  in  this  diforder, 
Shall  I  fuflain  his  prefence  ? 

Enter  Siffredi, 
Sif.  Sigifmunda, 
My  deareit  child!   I  grieve  to  find  thee  thus 
A  prey -to  tears.    4  I  know  the  powerful  caufe 

J      *  From  which  they  flow,  and  therefore  can  excufe  them,    W 

*  But  not  their  wilful  obilinate  continuance. 
4  Come,  roufe  thee  then,  call  up  thy  drooping  fpirit,' 
Awake  to  reafon  from  this  dream  of  love, 
And  fhew  the  world  thou  art  Siffredi's  daughter. 

Sir.  Alas!  I  am  unworthy  of  that  name. 

Sif.  Thou  art  indeed  to  blame;  thou  haft  too  rafhly 
Engag'd  thy  heart,  without  a  father's  fanction. 
But  this  I  can  forgive.     '  The  King  has  virtues, 

*  That  plead  thy  full  excufe;  nor  was  I  void 
4  Of  blame,  to  trull  thee  to  thofe  dangerous  virtues.  M 
4  Then  dread  not  my  reproaches.    Though  he  blames,        (P 

*  Thy  tender  father  pities  more  than  blames  thee. 
4  Thou  art  my  daughter  itill;'  and,  if  thy  heart 
Will  now  reCume  its  pride,  aflert  itfelf, 
And  greatly  rife  fuperior  to  this  trial, 
I  to  my  warmed  confidence  again 
Will  take  thee,  and  efteem  thee  more  my  daughter.  L^ 

Sig.  Oh,  you  are  gentler  far  than  I  deferve !  3| 

It  ib,  it  ever  was,  my  darling  pride,  W' 


r" 
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To  bend  my  foul  to  your  fupreme  commands, 
Your  wifeit  will ;  and  though  by  love  betray'd— ■ 
Alas !  and  punifh'd  too — I  have  tranfgrefs'd 
The  niceft  bounds  of  duty,  yet  I  feel 
A  fentiment  of  tendernefs,  a  fource 
Of  filial  nature  fpringing  in  my  breaft,  ^ 

That  mould  it  kill  me,  mail  controul  this  pafiion, 
And  make  me  all  fubmiffion  and  obedience 
To  you  my  honoiu'd  Lord,  the  bed  of  fathers* 

Sif,  Come  to  my  arms,  thou  comfort  of  my  age! 
Thou  only  joy  and  hope  of  thefe  grey  hairs  ! 
Come,  let  me  take  thee  to  a  parent's  heart ; 
There,  with  the  kindly  aid  of  my  advice, 
Even  with  the  dew  of  thefe  paternal  tears, 
Revive  and  nourifh  this  becoming  fpirit- 

Then  thou  doff  promife  me,  my  Sigifmunda 

Thy  father  ftoops  to  make  it  his  requeli — 
Thoo.  wilt  refign  thy  fond  prefumptuous  hopes, 
And  henceforth  never  more  indulge  one  thought 
That  in  the  light  of  love  regards  the  King  ? 

Sig,  Hopes  I  have  none! — Thofe  by  this  fatal  day 
Are  blafted  all — But  from  my  foul  to  banifh, 
While  weeping  memory  there  retains  her  feat, 
Thoughts  which  the  pure  ft  bofom  might  have  cherim'd, 
Once  my  delight,  now  even  in  anguifh  charming, 
Is  more,  alas !  my  Lord,  than  I  can  promife. 

Sif,  Abfence,  and  time,  the  fofteiier  of  our  paffions,  / 
Will  conquer  this.    Mean-time,  I  hope  from  thee 
A  generous  great  effort ;   that  thou  wilt  now 
P^xert  thy  utmoir,  force,  nor  (anguifh  thus 
Beneath  the  vain  extravagance  of  love. 
Let  not  thy  father  blufli  to  hear  it  faid, 
His  daughter  w<:s  fo  weak,  e'er  to  adrnit 
A  thou-' fit  fo  void  of  reafon.  that  a  ki; 
Should  ro  his  rank,  his  honour  and  his  glory, 
The  high  important  duties  or  a  throne, 
Even  to  his  throne  itfelf,  madly  prefer 
A  wild  romantic  paffion,   the  fond  child 
Of  youthful  dr  .ant  hours; 

ild  quit  hi    f  1     .   <  led  ftatio 

rt  his  awful  •,  the  care  of  all 

1  Tlic  toiling  11  h  this  ille  contains; 

D  2  1  Nay 
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'  Nay  more,  fhotfld  plunpe  them  into  war  and  ruin 

*  And  all  to  tooth  a  lick  imagination, 

4  A  miferable  weaknefs' — What  mu  ft  for  thee, 
To  make  thee  bleft,  Sicilia  be  unhnppv? 
4  The  King-  himfelf,  loir  to  the  nobler  ienfe 

*  Of  manly  praife,  become  the  piteous  hero 

*  Of  ibmeibtr.  tale,  and  rufh  on  lure  deftru&ion  ?  ■ 

*  Canft  thou,  my  daughter',  let  the  monftrouS  thought 
\J      4  Poffefs  one  moment  thy  perverted  fancy  r' 

Roufe  thee,  for  ihnne!   and  if  a  fpark  of  virtue 
Lies  flumb'ring  in  thy  foul,  bid  it  blaze  forth; 
Nor  fink  unequal  to  the  glorious  lcflbn, 
This  day  thy  lover  gave  thee  from  his  throne. 

Sig.  Ah,  that  was  not  from  virtue  ! — Had,  my  father, 
That  been  his  aim,  I  yield  to  what  you  fay; 
4  'Tis  powerful  truth,  unanfwerable  rcafon. 
4  Then,  then,  with  fad  but  duteous  refignation, 
4  I  had  fubmitted  as  became  your  daughter; 
4  But  in  that  moment,  when  my  humbled  hoped 
4  Were  to  my  duty  reconeil'd,  to  mite  them 
4  To  yet  a  fonder  height  than  e'er  they  knew, 
4  Then  rudely  daft  them  down There  is  the  fling! 

*  The  Mailing  view  is  ever  prefent  to  me ' 

*      Why  did  you  drag  me  to  a  light  lb  cruel? 

Sifm  It  was  a  fcene  to  fire  thy  emulation. 

Sig,  It  was  a  fcene  of  perfidy ! — But  know, 
T  will  do  more  than  irnit.  te  the  King — 

;:-  he  is  falfe! — I,  though  lineerely  piere'd 
With  the  bell,  trueft  pailion,  ever  touch'd 
A  virgin's  breait,  here  VOW  to  Heaven  and  you, 
•Though  from  my  heart  I  cannot,  from  my  hopes 
To  call  this  Prince — Wh;t  would  you  m  >rc,  ln$  Father? 

S  t\    Yes,  one  thing  more — thy  father  then  is  happy— 
4  Though  by.  the  voice  of  innocence  and  virtue 
4  Abfo!vYi,,we  live  not  to  ourfelves  alo 
rigorous  world  with  peremptory  fa 
4  Subjecls  us  all,  and  even  the  nobleft  mo 
This  world  from  thee,  my  honour  and  thy  own, 
Demands  one  ftep;  a  itep,  by  which,  convine'd, 
The  King  may  fee  thy  heart  difdains  to  wear 
A  chain  which  his  has  greatly  thrown  alide, 
4  'Tis  fitting  loo,  thy  lex's  pride  commands  thee, 

4  To 
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*  To  fhew  th'  approving  world  thou  cnnlt  refign, 
4  As  well  as  he,  nor  with  inferior  fpirit, 

*  A  paiTion  fatal  to  the  public  weal.' 

But  above  all,  thou  mult  root  out  for  ever 
From  the  King's  breait  the  leaft  remain  of  hope, 
And  henceforth  make  his  mentioned  love  diihonour.v 
Thefe  thing?,  my  daughter,  that  muit  needs  be  done, 
Can  but  this  way  be  done — by  the  iafe  refuge, 
The  facred  melter  of  a  hufband's  arms. 

And  there  is  one 

-.   Good  heavens!  what  means  my  Lord? 
'.  One  of  illuftrious  family,  high  rank, 
Yet  (till  of  higher  dignity  and  merit, 
Vs'ho  can  and  will  protect  thee;  one  to  awe 
The  Kin  —  .ear  me,  Sigifmunda— 

The  noble  Ofmcnd  courts  thee  for  his  bride,  I 

And  has  my  plighted  word — This  day — 

%?.]  My  father! 
Let  me  with  trembling  arms  embrace  thy  knees! 
Oh,  if  you  ever  wifh  to  fee  me  happy;  */ 

If  e'er  :.  ou  joy, 

When,  as  I  prattling  twirA.  your  neck, 

You  fnatch'd  me  to  your  bofom,  kifs'd  my  ey< 
And  melting  (aid  you  .  mother  there; 

Oh,  fave  me  from  l  ,ty 

Of  fate!   Oh,  cutn.  -reaking  heart 

To  that  degree! — 1  cannot: — ':;:  impoffiblc! 

So  foonwitl  e  it  to  another — 

Hear  me,  my  deareif.  father;  hear  trie  voice 
Of  nature!  and  humanity,  that  plead 

.  ell  as  ]■   '  '  me! Not  to  chufe 

•out  yo.  1  may  be  duty; 

ice  is  frec-r-that  is  a  right,      -fr~ 
lave  can  never 
And  Je  ? 

For  fuch  it  pevfon 

Withoi/  :v  to  Ofmond, 

The  hi   .  ---..■  .  my  Lord — 

I  (hill  die, 
I  •  me  wear  o.:t 

• 

V  3  At 
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At  leait — j  tot  lure  refufe  me  this 

Give  me  a  little  time — I  will  do  all, 

Ail  I  can  Jo,  to  pleafe  you  ! — *  Oh,  your  eye 

*  Sheds  a  kind  beam ' 

Sif.  My  daughter!  you  abufs 
The  fcftnefs  of  my  nature — 

Sig*  Here,  my  father, 
Till  you  relent,  here  will  I  prow  for  ever ! 

Sif.  Rife,  Sigifmuwia. — Though  you  touch  my  heart, 
Nothing-  can  fluke  th'  inexorable  dictates 
Of  honour,  duty,  and  determin'd  reafon. 
Then  by  the  holy  tics  of  filial  love, 
Refolve,  I  charge  thee,  to  receive  Earl  Olmond, 
As  fuits  the  m  in  \.'ho  il  thy  father's  choice, 
And  worthy  of  thy  hand — I  go  to  bring  him— 

.  Spare  me,  my  deareit  father ! 
,  &/■  [AJUe.]  I  mult  ruifc 
/     From  her  foft  grafp,  or  nature  will  betray  me! 

*  Oh,  grant  us,  Heaven!   that  fortitude  of  mind, 
c  Which  liftens  to  our  duty,  not  our  paflions'— - 
Quit  me,  my  child! 

.  You  cannot,  Oh,  my  father ! 
\  cm  cannot  leave  me  thus  ! 

Sif,  Come  hither,  Laura, 
Come  to  thy  friend.     Now  (hew  thy  felt*  a  friend. 
Combat  her  weaknefs;  diffipate  her  tears; 
Cherhn,  and  reconcile  her  to  her  duty.        [Exit  S'jffrtdi, 
Etfter  Laura. 

Sig.  Oh,  woe  on  woe !   diitrefs'd  by  love  and  duty  ! 
Oh,  every  way  unhappy  Sigifmunda! 

Laura.   Forgive  me,  Madam,  if  I  blame  your  grief. 
How  can  you  v  ir  tears  on  one  fo  fa  lie  ? 

>*      Unworthy  of  your  tendernefs;  to  whom 

Nought  but  contempt  is  due  and  indignation? 

Sig.   You  know  not  half  the  horrors  of  my  fate  ! 
I  might  perhaps  have  learn'd  to  fcorn  his  fallhood  ; 
Nay,  when  the  firit  fad  built  of  tears  was  pall, 
I  might  have  rous'd  my  pride  and  fcorn'd  him  felt — 
But  'tis  too  much,  this  greateft  laft  misfortune — 
Oh,  whither  (hall  I  fly  ?  Where  hide  me,  Laura, 
From  the  dire  fecne  my  father  now  prepares  ? 

Laura,   What  thus  alarms  you,  Madam  ? 

S'Z4 


TANCRED  AND  SIGISMUNDA.  4^ 

Sig,  Can  it  be? 

Can  I ah,  no! at  once  give  to  another 

My  violated  heart?  in  one  wild  moment? 
He  brings  Earl  Ofmond  to  receive  rnv  vows. 
Oh,  dreadful  change  !   tor  Tancred,  haughty  Ofmond. 
Laura.   Now,  on  my  foul,  'tis  what  an  outrag'd  heart 

Like    yours,    mould ,  wiih  ! 1   mould,    by    heavens^ 

eileem  it 
Moft  exquiiite  revenge ! 

Sig,  Revenge  !  on  whom  ?  S 

On  my  own  heart^ already  but  too  wretched! 

Larra.  On  him !  this  Tancred!   who  has  bafely  fold, 
For  the  dull  form  of  despicable  grandeur, 
His  faith,  his  love! — At  once  a  flare  and  tyrant! 

S;g.  Oh,  rail  at  me,  at  my  believing  folly, 
Bfly  vain  ill-founded  hopes,  but  (pare  him,  Laura. 

Laura.  Who  rais'd   thefe   hopes?    who  triumphs  o'er 
that  weaknefs? 
Pardon  the  word — You  oreatlv  merit  him: 
Better  than  him,  with  all  his  giddy  pomp 3 
You  rais'd  him  by  your  fmiles  when  he  was  nothing. 
•  re  is  your  woman's  pride,  that  guardian  fpirit 
1  dam  the  pcrtidv  of  man? 
Ye  powers !   I  cannot  bear  the  thought  with  patience— 
1  Yet  recent  from  the  molt  unfparing  vows 

e  tongue  oi  love  e'er  lavifh'd  ;  from  your  hopes 
4  So  idly,  cruelly  deluded;' 

c  thus,  before  yoar  father, 
Ky  an  ir  in  deed, 

With  fuch  inhuman  fcorn,  to  throw  you  from  him: 
To  give  hit  faithrefs  hand  yet  warm  from  f.hine, 

icated  mcannofs,  to  Conm.ntia. 
And.  •  iplete  hi3  crime,  when  thy  weak  limbs 

Could  fc  :rce  fupport  thee,  then,  of  thee  regardlefs, 

a  fight 
•1  love;  to  turn  it  into  r 
And  k'jch  c  a  this  fl  Xnch 

mworthy  t< 
I 

— . 
*  G  ;*ich' — (Jure  to  fuggeft 

The 
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The  leaft  excufe! —  Yes,  traitor,  I  will  wring 
Thy  pride,  will  turn  thy  triumph  to  confuiion  ! 

*  I  will  not  pine  away  my  days  for  thee, 

*  Sighing  to  brooks  and  groves;  while,  with  vain  pity, 

*  You  in  a  rival's  arms  lament  my  fate 

4  No,  let  me  perifii !  ere  I  tamely  be 

4  That  foft,  that  patient,  gentle  Sigifmunda, 

*  Who  can  confolc  her  with  the  wretched?  boaft, 

*  She  was  for  thee  unhappy ! If  I  am, 

*  I  will  be  nobly  fo!* Sicilia's  daughters 

Shall  wondering  fee  in  me  a  great  example 
Of  one  who  punhVd  an  ill-judging  heart, 
Who  made  it  bow  to  what  it  moft  abhorr'd! 
Crufh'd  it  to  mifery  !  for  having  thus 

So  lightly  liften'd  to  a  worthlefs  lover! 

Laura.  At  laft  it  mounts,  the  kindling  pride  of  virtue; 
Trmt  me,  thy  marriage  will  embitter  his 

St'g.  Oh,  may  the  t.iries  light  his  nuptial  torch! 
Ee  it  accurs'd  as  mine!   for  the  fair  peace, 
The  tender  joys  of  hymeneal  love, 
Mayjealoufy  awak'd,  and  fell  remorfe, 
Pour  all  their  fierce!  t.  venom  through  his  bread! — 
Where  the  fates  lead,  and  blind  revenge,  I  follow. — 
Let  me  not  think — By  injur'd  love!   I  vow, 
Thou  (halt,  bale  Prince!  perfidious  and  inhuman! 
Thou  (halt  behold  me  in  another's  arms; 
In  his  thou  hateil!   OfmondV. 

J  .aura.   l  That  will  grind 

*  I  lis  heart  with  fecrct  rage  ;'  Ay,  that  will  fling 
His  foul  to  madnefs ;    i  fet  him  up  a  terror, 

4  A  le  of  woe  to  faithlcfs  lovers!' 

Your  cooler  thought,  betides,  will  of  the  change 

ovc,  and  think  it  happy.     Noble  Ofmond 
4  From  the  fame  frock  with  him  derives  his  birth, 
1  Firft  of  Sicilian  barons,   prudent,  brave, 

4  Of  ftriftcit  honour,  and  by  all  rever'u ' 

Sig.  Talk  not  of, Ofmond,  but  perfidious  Tancrcd! 
Rail  at  him,  rail!   invent  new  names  of  fcorn  ! 
AfTitt  me,  Laura;  lend  my  rage  frefh  fuel; 
port  my  daggering  purpofc,  which  already 
ins  ro  fail  me — Ah,  \ov  vaunts  how  vain! 
How  have  I  ly'd  to  my  own  heart  '.—Alas, 

My 
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My  tears  return,  the  mighty  flood  o'envhelms  me! 
4  Ten  thoufand  crowding  images 

*  My  tarturM  thought-* And  is  it  come  to  this? 

*  Our  hopes,  our  vows,  our  oft  repe; 

*  Bre:ith'd  from  the  fervent  foul.  reri, 

*  To  .  .ch.  other  happy come  to  tl 

Laura.  If  thy  own  peace  and  honour  cannot  keep 
Thy  refolution  fix'd,  yet,  Sigifrrrunda, 
Oh,  think,  how  deeply,  how  beyond  retreat, 
Thy  father  is  engag'd. 

.  Ah,  wretched  weakne 
That  thus  enthrals  ray  foul,   *  that  chafes  thence 
4  Each  nobler  thought,  the  fenfe  of  ev  .  \ 

And  have  I  then  no  tears  for  thee,  mv  farther?        ▼ 
Can  I  forget  thy  cares,  from  helplefs  years-, 
Thy  tendernefs  for  me  ?   4  an  eye  lull  he -mul 
1  \\ith  love;  a  brow  that  never  knew  a  frown; 
'  Nor  a  harih  word  thy  tongue  V  Shall  I  rcr  thefe 
Rep  y  thy  irooping  ventral 

h  fhame,  diiquiet,  raiguiih,  and  difhouour? 
It  muft  not  be  ! — Thou  full  of  angels !  come, 

et  filial  piety,  and  firm  my  breast  ! 
Yes,  let  one  daughter  to  her  fate  fubmit, 

Be  nobly  wretched — but  her  father  happy  ! 

— they  come! — Oh,  heavens,  I  cannot  itand 
The  horrid  trial  ! — Open,  open  earth  L 
And  hide  me  from  their  view. 
Laura.  Madam. 

•77-  Sffircdi  and Of<ncnJ. 
.    My  d  lughter, 
Behold  ray  noble  friend  who  courts  thy  hand, 
>  c::ll  my  fon  I  (hall  be  proud; 
is'd  in  his  allian< 
4  To  k 

k  not,  I  pr< 
Madam,  on  this  your  lather's  kind  conf 

I  love  you  fro  ,f, 

ks  your  good  fill  ..n; 

will  by  it  oi  tender  friendmip, 

I  I  hope, 

\'>  not  dilavo.v  your  father's  choice? 


• 
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$;g.  I  am  a  daughter,  Sir — and  have  no  power 
O'er  my  own  heart — I  die — Support  me,  Laura.  [Faints. 

Sif.  Help — Bear  her  oft' — She  breathes — ray  daughter ! 

%.  Oh, 
Forgive  my  weaknefs — foft — my  Laura,  lead  me — 
To  my  apartment.  [Exeunt  Sigifmunda  and  Laura. 

Sif.  Pardon  me,  my  Lord, 
If  by  this  fudden  accident  alarm'd, 
I  leave  you  for  a  moment,  [Exit  Srffredi. 

Of/K.  Let  me  think 

Y\  hat  can  this  mean  ? Is  it  to  me  averfion  ? 

Or  is  it,  as  I  fear'd,  fhe  loves  another? 

Ha! — yes — perhaos  the  King,  the  young  Count  Tancred; 

They  were  bred  up  together Surely  that, 

That  cannot  be — Has  he  not  given  his  hand, 
In  the  moil  folemn  manner,  to  Conitantia? 
)oes  not  his  crown  depend  upon  the  deed? 

No — If  they  lov'd,  and  this  old  ilatefman  knew  it, 

He  could  not  to  a  king  prefer  a  fubjecl. 

His  virtues  I  efteem — nay  more,  I  trufl  them 

So  far  as  virtue  goes — but  could  he  place 

His  daughter  on  the  throne  of  Sicily 

Oh,  'tis  a  glorious  bribe,  too  much  for  man!* 
"What  is  it  then? — I  care  not  what  it  be. 

My  honour  now,  my  dignity  demands', 

That  my  propos'd  alliance,  by  her  father, 

And  even  herfelf  accepted,  be  not  fcorn'd. 

I  love  her  too — I  never  knew  till  now 

To  what  a  pitch  I  love  her.     Oh,  fhe  fhot 

Ten  thoufand  charms  into  my  inmoil  foul! 

She  look'd  lb  mild,  fo  amiably  gentle, 

She  bow'd  her  head,  fhe  glow'd  with  fuch  confufion, 

Such  lovelincfs  of  modelty  !   She  is, 

In  gracious  mind,  in  manners,  and  in  perfon, 

The  perfect  model  of  all  female  beauty!' 
She  muft  be  mine — She  is! — If  yet  her  heart 
Confents  not  to  my  happiqefs,  her  duty, 
Join'd  to  my  tender  cares,  will  gain  fo  much 
Upon  her  generous  nature — That  will  follow. 
The  man  of  fenfe,  who  ads  a  prudent  part,        v. 
Not  fiatt'ring  flcals,  but  forms  himfelf  the  heart,     [Exit. 

THE   END  OF   THE   THIRD  ACT. 

a  c  r 
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ACT    IV. 

SCENE,  the  Garden  belonging  to  Siffredi's  Houfe. 
Enter  Sigifmunda  and  Laura. 
SIGISMUXDA,  <witb  a  letter  in  her  ban 
"T~^IS  done  ! — I  am  a  fiave! — The  fatal  vow 

j         Has  pafs'd  my  lips! — Methought  in  thofe  facf    v 
moments, 
The  tombs  around,  the  faints,  the  darkened  altar, 
And  all  the  trembling  Ihrines  with  horror  Ihook. 
But  here  is  ftill  new  matter  of  diitreis. 
Oh,  Tancred,  ceafe  to  perfeeute  me  more ! 
Oh,  grudge  me  not  fome  calmer  ftate  of  woe; 
Some  quiet  gloom  to  fhade  my  hopelefs  days, 
Where  I  may  never  hear  of  love  and  thee ! 
Laura  too,  confpir'd  againft  ray  peace? 
Why  did  you  take  this  letter? — Bear  it  back 
I  mil  not  coart  new  pain.  [Giving  her  the  letter'^ 

Laura.   Madam,  Rcdolpho 
Urg'd  me  fo  much,  nay,  even  with  tears  conjur'd  me, 
But  this  once  more  to  ferve  th'  unhappy  King 

For  fuch  he  laid  he  was that  though  enrag'd,     \/ 

tal  with  thee,  at  his  inhuman  falfhood, 
I  could  not  to  my  brother's  fervent  prayers 

Refufe  this  orhce Read  it His  excufes 

Will  only  more  expofe  his  falfhood. 

Sig.  N 
It  fuitt  not  Ofmond's  wife  to  read  one  line 
from  that  conta-aoas  h:iiid — me  knows  too  well  ! 

Laura.   He  paints  him  out.diuaefs'd  beyond  expreffion 

1  as  winds,  \/ 

.  he  raves.  lions  mia  - 

1th  ceai  U  in  each  giddy  moment. ' 

H  ■  i  to  clear  h 

t! — Thai  I  be  worfe  than  all ! 

ham  Is;  who  then 

on, 

As  ;  1  to  C01  i's  court  thc\ 
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r.  Ha!  impofition? Well,  if  I  am  doom'd 

To  I  c,  o'er  all  my  fex,  the  wretch  of  love. 

In  vain  T  would  refift Give  me  the  letter • 

To  know  i! "■■  is  fo:ne  relief Alas, 

It  was  not  thus,  with  fuch  dire  palpitations, 
That,  Tancred,  once  I  us'd  to  read  thy  letters. 

[jflttemptfag  to  letter,  but  gives  it  to  Laura, 

Ah,  fond  remembrance  n  e  ! — Road  it,  Laura. 

m.  [Rra^s.]  "  Deliver  me,  Sigifraunda,  from  that 
mod  exquifite  rhifery  which  a  fait  .  •  mt  can  differ — > 

To  be  thought  bafe  by  her,  from  whofe  efteem  even  virtue 
borrows  new  charms.  When  I  fubmitted  to  my  cruel  ii- 
tuation,  ir  was  not  falfhood  you  beheld,  but  an  excels  of 
love.     Rather  than  en(  that,   I  for  awhile  gave  up 

my  honour.  Every  moment  till  I  fee  you  ilabs  me  with 
ieverer  pangs  than  real  guilt  itfelf  can  feel.  Let  me  then 
conjure  you  to  meet  me  in  the  garden,  towards  the  c 
of  the  dav,  when  I  will  explain  this  myltery.  We  have 
n  moil  inhumanly  abufed ;  and  that  by  the  means  of  the 
very  paper  which  I  gave  you,  from  the  warm  eft  iincerity 
of  love,  to  allure  to  you  the  heart  and  hand  of 

TANCRED." 

Syr.  There,  Laura,  there,  the  dreadful  fecret  (pn 
That  paper!  ah,  that  piper!   it  fuggefls 
\  thou  fand-  horrid  thoughts — I  to  her 

Gave  it;    and  he  perhaps — I  dare  I 
A  look  that  way — If  yet  indeed  you  Love  me, 
Oh,  blait  me  not,  kind  Tancred,  with  the  truth!  : 
Oh,  pitying  keep  me  ignorant  for  ever. 
\\  hat  11  range  peculiar  milcrv  is  mil 
Reduc'd  to  wifti  the  man  I  love  life! 

hy  was  I  hurry'd  to  a  ltep  fo  r 

*  Repairlefs  woe! — I  might  have  waited,  furc, 
4  A  tew  (hart  hours — No  duty  that  forb  yd   --• 

'  I  ow'd  thy  love  that  jullice:  till  this  day 

4  Thy  love  an  image  of  all-p«. 

'  A  beam  from  heav 'n  that  giow'd  witi  virtue! 

*  bid  have  I  thrown  this  prize  of  life  away  r 

'  \  he  piteous  wreck  of  one  diltnurred  moment? 

*  Ah,  the  cold  prudence  of  remor 
1  Ah,  parents,  traitors  to  your  < 
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*  Ah,  curs'd,  ah,  blind  revenge! — On  every  hand        ^.. 
'  I  was  betray'd — You,  Laura,  too,  betray'd  me ! 

'  Laura.   "Who,   who  but  he,  whate'er  he  writes,  be- 
tray'd you  ? 
Or  falfe  or  pufiHanimous.     For  once, 
I  will  with  you  fuppofe,  that  his  agreement 
To  the  King's  will  was  forg'd — Though  forg'dby  whom  ?     */ 
Your  father  fcorns  the  crime — Yet  what  avails  it? 

.  if  it  c!ears  his  truth,  condemns  his  fpirit, 
A  youthful  kmc,  by  lave  and  honour  fir'd,  y 

Patient  to  fit  on  his  ininhed  throne, 
And  let  an  outrage,  of  {o  high  a  nature, 

anifh'd  paf;.  _k'd,  uncontradicted — 

Oh,  'tis  a  meannefs  equal  even  to  falfhc?- 
'  S:g.   Laura,  no  --     'e  have  already  jud^'i 

Too  largely  without  ^ge«    Qft^  what  fee 

A  trifle,  a  mere  nothing,  by  itfelf, 
la  fame  nice  fituatiaru  turns  the  fc. 
Of  fate,  and  rules  the  molt  important  action?. 
Yes,  I  begin  to  feel  a  fad  prefage ! 
I  am  undone.,  from  that  eternal  fouree 

Of  human  woes the  judgment  of  the  paffions. 

But  what  have  I  to  do  with  thefe  excu." 

Oh,  ceafe,  my  treacherous  heart,  to  give  them  room  I 

It  fuits  not  thee  to  plead  a  lov 

Even  to  Ian  fate  is  now 

I  now  remains,  but  with  rel' 
To  fliun  all  inter  up 

Of  this  dark  icene;  to  wrap  myfelf  in  plooni, 
In  foiitude  and  I 
The  filent  Sorrows  ever  f. . 

J  lince  I  muft  be  wretched- — for  I  inn  ft— 
To  claim  the  mighty  mifery  myfelf, 

a  haplefs  father. 
oe  fly! — The  hour  appro  „hes 
Laura.         1    m, 

— the  King — 

! 
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Enter  Tancred. 

Tan,  And  are  thefe  long-,  long-  hours  of  torture  pait  ? 
My  Hie!  my  Sigifmunda ! 

[Throwing  bint/elf  at  her  fee f. 

Sig.  Rife,   my  Lord. 
To  fee  my  fbvereign  thus  no  more  becomes  me. 

Tan.  Oh,  let  me  kifs  the  ground  on  which  you  tread  ! 
*     Let  me  exhale  my  foul  in  fofteit.  tranfport! 

Since  I  again  behold  my  Sigifmunda!  [Rifi"g» 

Unkind  !   how  couldfl  thou  ever  deem  me  falfe? 
How  thus  dimonour  lover — '  Oh,  I  could  much 

*  Embitter  my  complaint! — how  low  were  then 

*  Thy  thoughts  of  me?  How  didil  thou  then  affront 
4  The  human  heart  itfelfr'  After  the  vows, 

The  fervent  truth,  the  tender  proteilations, 
Which  mine  has  often  pour'd,  to  let  thy  brearf, 
Whate'er  th'  appearance  was,  admit  fufpicion  r 

Sig.  How !  when  I  heard  myfetf  your  full  confertt 
To  the  late  King's  fo  juil  and  prudent  will  ? 
Heard  it  before  you  read,  in  folemn  fenate? 
When  I  beheld  you  give  your  royal  hand, 
To  her,  whofe  birth  and  dignity  of  right 
Demands  that  high  alliance?   Yes,  my  Lord, 
You  have  done  well.    The  man  whom  Heaven  appoints 
To  govern  others,  fhould  himlelf  firlt  learn 
To  bend  his  paffions  to  the  fway  of  reaibn. 
[n  all,  you  have  dene  well;  but  when  you  bid 
My  humbled  hopes  look  up  to  you  again, 
And  fcoth'd  with  wanton  cruelty  my  weaknefs — 
That  too  was  well — My  vanity  deierv'd 
The  (harp  rebuke,   *  whofe  fond  extravagance 
4  Could  ever  dream  to  balance  your  repofe, 
4  Your  glory,  and  the  welfare  of  a  people.' 

Tan.  Chide  on,  chide  on.    Thy  fort  reproaches  now 
Inftead  of  wounding,  only  (both  rny  fondnefs. 
No,  no,  thou  charming  confort  of  my  foul  ! 
I  never  lov'd  thee  with  fuch  faithful  ardour, 
As  in  that  cruel  miferable  moment 
V      You  thought  me  falfe  ;   4  when  even  my  honour  floop'd 
*  To  wear  for  thee  a  baffled  face  of  bafenefs.' 
It  was  thy  barbarous  father,  Sigifmunda, 
Who  caught  mc  in  the  toil.    He  turn'd  that  paper, 

Meant 


■ 
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Meant  for  th'  alluring  bond  of  nuptial  love,  * 

To  ruin  it  for  ever;  he,  he  wrote 
That  forg'd  confent,  you  heard,  beneath  my  name, 
*  Nay,  dar'd  before  my  outrag'd  throne  to  read  it  1' 

Had  he  not  been  thy  father Ha !   my  love  ! 

You  tremble,  you  grow  pale ! 

Sig.  Oh,  leave  me  Tailored ! 

Tan.  No! — Leave  thee? — Never!  never  till  you  fet 
My  heart  at  peace,  till  thefe  dear  lips  again 
Pronounce  thee  mine  !   Without  thee,  I  renounce 
Myfelf,  my  friends,  the  world — Here  on  this  hand  ■ 

Sig.  My  Lord,  forget  that  hand,  which  never  now    v/* 
Can  be  to  thine  united I 

fan.  Sigifmunda ! 
What  doft  thou  mean  ? — Thy  words,  thy  look,  thy  manner, 

Seem  to  conceal  fome  horrid  fecret — Heavens! 

No — that  was  wild — Diftrac~tion  fires  the  thought!- 

Sig.  Inquire  no  more 1  never  can  be  thine. 

Tan.  What,  who  (hall  interpofe?  Who  dares  attempt 
To  brave  the  fury  of  an  injur'd  king, 
Who,  ere  he  fees  thee  ravifh'd  from  his  hopes, 
Will  wrap  all  blazing  Sicily  in  flames  ? 

Sig.  In  vain  your  power,  my  Lord 'Tis  fatal  error, 

Join'd  to  my  father's  unrelenting  will, 

Has  plac'd  an  everlafting  bar  betwixt  us 

I  am Earl  Ofmond's wife. 

Tan.  Earl  Ofmond's  wife! 

[After  a  long  paufe,  during  vobicb  they  look  at   one  another 

with  the  higbcjl  agitation,  and  nmj}  tender  dijlrcfs. 
Heavens!  did  I  hear  thee  right?  What!  marry'd?  marry'd! 
Loft  to  thy  faithful  Tancred?  loft  for  ever!  * 

Couldft  thou  then  doom  me  toiuch  matchlcfs  woe, 

Without  fo  much  as  hearing  me? — Diltrar-ior. ! 1 

Alas!   what  haft  thou  done?   Ah,  Sigifmunda! 
Thy  rafh  credulity  has  done  a  deed, 
Which,  of  two  happieft  lovers  that  e'er  felt 
The  blifsf                      u  made  two  nnifh'd  wretch- 
But — madnefi  ! — S  >re,  thou  knmv'it  it  cannot  be! 
Thi  a  thoufand  thoufand  vow  I 

O/m,  [8mm  ."  g.]  Madam,  thi- 

hand,  by  the  n  1 

E    1  A  little 
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A  little  hour  ago,  was  giren  to  me, 

And  did  not  fo\  honour  now  commnnd  me, 

Never  but  with  my  life  to  quit  my  claim, 

J  would  renounce  it ihus! 

T<! ;.  Ha,  who  art  thou? 
Prefumptuous  man ! 

■  \Afidc,~\  Where  is  my  father?  Heavens!  \Goes  out.} 
.:.  One  thou  fhouldft  better  know — Yes — view  me,  one 
maintain  his  rights  and  honour,   - 
.hlefs  Prince,  an -u pilar t  King, 
rl'r  bale  deed  is  what  a  harden'd  tyrant 
Would  blufh  to  i 

.  Infolent  Olmond !  know, 
This  upilart  king  will  hurl  confuiion  on  thee, 
And  ail  who  (hall  invade  his  facred  rights, 
Prior  to  thine — thine,  founded  on  compulfion, 
On  infamous  deceit,   '  while  his  proceed 
'  From  mutual  love,  and  free  long-plighted  faith. 
*  She  is,  and  Midi  be  mine!' — I  will  annul, 
By  the  high  power  with  which  the  laws  invert  me, 
Thofe  guilty  forms  in  which  you  have  entiap'd, 
1  Bafely  entrap'd,  to  thy  detelted  nuptials,' 
My  queen  betroth'd,  who  has  my  heart,  my  hand. 
And  (hall  partake  my  throne — If,  haughty  Lord, 
If  this  thou  didit  not  know,  then  know  it  now; 
And  know,  befides,  as  I  have  told  thee  this, 
Shouldii  thou  but  think  to  urge  thy  treafon  further— 
4  Than  treafon  more!   treafon  againit.  my  love!' — 
Thy  life  (hall  anlwer  for  it. 

(Jfm.  Ha!   my  life! 

.  s  my  fcorn  to  hear  thy  empty  threats. 

arorra  life 
e  fo  vile,  as  on  the  frown  of  kin 
To  hang? — Of  that,  my  Lord,  the  law  mud  judge: 

Or  if  the  law  be  weak,  my  gtiawHan  fword 

v.   Dare  not  to  touch  ir,  traitor,  leiiit  my  r; 
Break  loofe,  and  do  a  deed  that  milhecomes  me. 
Enter  Siffredi, 
S'f.  My  gracious  Lord,  what  is  it  I  behold ! 
My  fovercign  in  contention  with  his  fubje&s? 
Surely  this  houfe  defcrves  from  royal  Tancrcd 
A  little  more  regard,  than  to  be  made 

A  fcens 
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A  fcene  of  trouble,  and  unfeemly  jars. 

*  It  grieves  my  foul,  it  baffles  every  hope, 

*  It  makes  me  fick  of  life,  to  fee  thy  glory 

x  Thus  Matted  in  the  bud.'— Heavens!  can  your  Kighnefs 
From  your  exalted  character  defcend, 
'  The  dignity  of  virtue;   and,  inflead 
'  Of  being  the  protector  of  our  rights, 

*  The  holy  guardian  of  domeftic  blifs/     J 
Unkindly  thus  difturb  the  fweet  repofe, 
The  fecret  peace  of  families,  for  which 
Alone  the  free-born  race  of  man  to  laws 
And  government  fubmitted? 

Tan.  My  Lord  SifFredi, 
Spare  thy  rebuke.    The  duties  of  my  llation       ^/ 
Are  not  to  me  unknown.    But  thou,  old  mail, 
Doft  thou  not  blufh  to  talk  of  rights  invaded  ;      y 
And  of  our  belt  our  dcarefl  blifs  difturb'd? 
Thou,  who  with  more  than  barbarous  perfidy 
Haft  trampled  all  nlleginncc,  juftice,  truth, 
Humanity  itfelf  beneath  thy  feet? 

u  know'it  thou  hail — -I  could,  to  thy  confuliom 
Return  thy  hard  reproaches j  but  I  (pare  thee 
Before  this  Lord,  for  whofe  ili-fortcd  friendfhip 
Thou  halt  mofl  bafely  facrificed  thy  daughter. 
Farewel,  my  Lord. — For  thee,  Lord  Conilable, 
Who  doll:  prefume  to  lift  thv  furly  eye 
To  my  foft  love,  my  gentle  Sigifmunda, 

I  once  again  command  thee  on  thy  life 

Yes — chew  thy  rage — biu  mark  me- — on  tiiy  life, 

No  farther  urge  thy  arrogant  prctenfio  [K'Xft  'Tin, 

O/m.  Ha f  Arrogaiui pretentions!   Heaven  and  c   rtfa 
What!  arrogant  pretentions  to  my  wife? 
My  wedded  wife!   Where  are  we.?  in  a  land 

ivil  rule,  of  liberty  and  laws? 

Not,  on  my  life,  pu  n  ? — Gi.l'.y  Prip 

My  life  difdain.v  thy  nod.    It  is  the 
Or  parent  1 1  i  gave  me  t  .n, 

A  fpirit  •  inft  tyrai 

rorman  i  Hollo, 

o  ruining  m  a  ti  from  the  north, 

■  at  nuri 

■ 
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'  By  the  fame  noble  tenure,  are  not  us'd 

4  To  hear  fuch  language If  I  now  defiit, 

_  «  Then  brand  me  for  a  co.  :cm  me  villain! 

'  A  traitor  to  the  public !  By  this  conduct 

'  Deceiv'd,  betray  4,  infulted,  tyranmz'd.' 

Mine  is  a  common  caufe.     My  arm  ihall  guard, 
\'J  with  my  own,  the  rights  of  each  Sicilian, 

4  Of  focial  lite,  and  of  mankind  in  general. ' 

Ere  to  thy  tyrant  rage  they  fall  a  prey, 

I  mall  find  means  to  make  thy  tottering-  throne, 

*  Which  this  illegal  this  perfidious  ufage 

'  Forfeits  at  once,'  and  cruih  thee  in  the  ruins ! 

Conftantia  is  my  Queen ! 
Sif.   Lord  Confbable, 

Let  us  be  ltedfalt  in  the  right ;  but  let  us 

■■  with  cool  prudence,  and  with  manly  temper, 

As  well  as  manly  iirmnefs.     '  True,  I  own, 

4  Th'  indignities  you  fuflfer  are  fo  high, 

4  As  might  even  juflify  what  now  you  threaten, 

4  But  if,  my  Lord,  we  can  prevent  the  woes, 

4  The  cruel  horrors  of  interline  war, 

k  Yet  hold  untouch'd  our  liberties  and  laws; 

1  Oh,  let  us,  rais'd  above  the  turbid  fphere 

4  Of  little  felfifli  paffions,  nobly  do  it! 

4  Nor  to  our  hot,  intemperate  pride,  pour  out 

4  A  dire  libation  of  Sicilian  blood. 

4  'Tis  godlike  magnanimity  to  keep, 

;  When  mofl  provok'd,  our  reafon  calm  and  clear, 

1  And  execute  her  will  from  a  ftfong  fenfe 

4  Of  what  is  right,  without  the  vulgar  aid 

4  Of  heat  and  paffibn,  which,  though  honeil,  bears  us 

4  Often  too  far.'     Remember  that  my  houie 

Protects  my  daughter  ilill ;  and  ere  I  law  her 

Thus  ravifh'd  from  us,  by  the  arm  of  power, 

This  hand  fliould  aft  the  Roman  father's  part. 

Fear  not;  be  temperate;  all  will  yet  be  well. 

I  know  the  IvTng.     l  At  firll  his  paffions  buril 

4  Quick  as  the  lightning's  fiaftij  but  in  his  breait 

•  Honour  and  juitice  dwell' Truit  me,  to  reafon 

Jle  will  return, 

O/m.  He  will! — By  heavens,  he  (hall! 

Y(m  know  the  Kin: — I  wiih,  my  Lord  Siffredi, 

b  That 
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That  yon  had  deign'd  to  tell  me  all-you  knew 

And  would  you  have  me  wait,  with  duteous  patience, 
Till  he  return  to  realbn?  Ye  juia  powers ! 
"When  he  has  planted  on  our  necks  his  toot, 
And  trod  us  into  (laves ;  when  his  vain  pr.de  ^ 
Is  clov'd  with  our  fubmiilion ;    '  if,  at  hut, 
1  He  finds  his  arm  too  weak  to  fh  rke  the  frame 
'  Of  wide-eltablifh'd  order  out  of  joint, 
4  And  overturn  alljuftice;  then,  perchance, 
'  He.  in  a  lit  of  lickly  kind  repentance, 
*  May  make  a  merit  to  return  to  reafon.' 
No,  no,  my  Lord!   there  is  a  nobler  way, 
To  teach  the  blind  oppreflive  Fury  reafon : 
Oft  hjis  the  luitre  of  avenging  ileel 
Unfeal'd  her  ftupid  eyes — The  fw 0 r d  is  reafon ! 
Enter  Rodolph.  ruarasT 

Rod.   My  Lord  High  Conftabie  of  Sicily,  > 

In  the  King's  name,  and  by  his  fpecial  order,     * 
I  here  arreft  you  prifoner  of  Hate. 

O/m.   "What  King?   I  know  no  King-  of  Sicily, 
Unlefs  he  be  the  hufband  of  Conihntia. 

Rod.  Then  know  him  now behold  his  royal  or< 

To  bear  you  to  the  cattle  of  Palermo. 

Sif.   Let  the  big  torrent  foam  its  madnefs  off. 
Submit,  my  Lord — No  caflle  long  can  hold 
Our  wrongs — This,  more  than  friendfhip  or  alliance,     t 
Confirms  me  thine;  this  binds  me  to  thy  fortunes, 
be  nrong  tie  of  common  injur)*, 

Which  nor..  1  diflblre 1  grieve,  Rodolpho, 

To  fee  the  reign  in  fuch  unhappy  fort 
Begin. 

Ofm.  The  reign!   the  ufurpation  call  it! 
meteor  King  may  blaz  ile,  but  foon 

Mutt  fpend  his  idle  terrors — Sir,  lead  on 

>fd more  than  my  lire  and  fortune, 

Remember  1  in  your  hands my  honour! 

the  fame.    My  fon,  farewel » 

parted.    On  thefe  < 
p  (hall  n  balm,  till  I  behold  thee 

of  Wan 

[  Exeunt. 
A' 
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'"  A  C  T    V. 

SCENE,    a  Chamber. 

SIFFREDI   al07lC. 

THE  profpccL  lowers  around.     I  found  the  King-, 
Though  calm'd  a  little,  with  fubiiding  tempeit, 
As  lliits  his  generous  nature,  yet  in  love 
Abated  nought,  moil  ardent  in  his  purpofe ; 
Inexorably  fix'd,  whate'er  the  rife, 
/   To  claim  my  daughter,  and  diilolve  this  marriage---    ■ 
J  have  embark'd,  upon  a  perilous  fea, 
A  mighty  treafure.     4  Here  the  rapid  youth, 
'  Th'  impetuous  patiions  cf  a  lover-king, 

*  Check  my  bold  purpofe;   and  there,  the  jealous  pride, 

*  Th'  impatient  honour  of  a  haughty  Lord, 

*  Of  the  iirft  rank,  in  intereft  and  dependance 
1  Near  equal  to  the  King,  forbid  retreat. 

c  My  honour  too,  the  fame  unchanged  conviction, 
1  That  thefe  my  meafures  were,  and  ftill  remain, 

*  Of  abfolute  necellity  to  fave 

*  The  land  from  civil  fury,  urge  me  on. 

'  But  how  proceed? 1  only  taller  rum 

*  Upon  the  defperate  evils  I  would  fhun. 

*  Whate'er  the  motive  be,  deceit,  I  fear, 

'  And  harfli  unnatural  force  are  not  the  means 

*  Of  public  welfare,  or  of  private  blifs' 

Bear  witnefs,  Heaven!   thou  mind-infpecYing  eye! 
My  bread:  is  pure.     I  have  prcfer'd  my  duty, 
The  good  and  fafety  of  my  fellow-fubjecb, 

i  o  all  thefe  views  that  fire  the  felfifh  race 
Of  mortal  men,  and  mix  them  in  eternal  broils. 
Enter  an  Officer  belonging  to  Siffrcdi. 
Off.  My  Lord,  a  man  of  noble  port,  his  face 
Wrapp'd  in  difguifc,  is  earncft  for  admilTion. 

Sif.   Go,  bid  him  enter [Officer  got  s  put* 

}  la  !  wrapp'd  in  difguife ! 

And  at  this  late  unfeafonablc  hour! 

*  When  o'er  the  world  tremendous  midnight  reigns, 

*  By  the  dire  gloom  of  raging  tempefl  doubled— — 
Who  can  it  be? 

1 
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Enter  t 
S/f.  '  What!  ha  I'  Earl  Ofmcnd,  you  ? — Welcome,  once 
re, 

To  this  glad  roof! But  why  in  this  difgii  >/ 

"Would  I.  could  hope  the  King  exceed?  his  promife! 
e  his  faith,  loon  as  to-morrow's 

I  gild  Sicilia's  cliffs,  you  ihall  be  free. 

.d  angel  turn'd  his  heart  to  juftice? 
Of ,11.  It  is  not  by  the  favour  of  Coant  Tancred 
..-re.    As  much  I  icorn  his  favour, 

As  I  ce  -\  b  -     and  threats Y 

Oar  friend  Goitredo,  who  commands  the  caftle, 
On  my  parole,  ere  dawn  to  render  back 

perfon,  has  permitted  me  this  freedom. 
Know  then;  the  faithlefs  outrage  of  to-day, 
By  him  committed  whom  you  call  the  King-, 

rous*d  Conftantia's  court.    Cur  friends,  the  friends 
Of  virtue,  juftice,  and  of  public  faith,  /^ 

:  for  revolt,  are  in  high  ferment  s  11. 
5,  ih:s,  they  fey,  exceeds  whate'er  deform'd 
The  miierable  dvys  we  law  beneath 

I  the  Bad.    This  fans  the  foiid  bafe, 
At  once,  of  government  ;md  private  lite: 

-  fhamelefs  imoolition  on  the  faith, 
The  majelty  of  fenates,  this  lewd  intuit, 
This  violation  of  the  rights  of  men, 
Added  to  thefe,  his  ignominious  treatment  / 

Of  her,  th'  illuftrious  offspring  of  our  kings, 
Sicilia's  hope,  and  now  our  royjd  mi  ft  re'  . 
Yoa  know,  my  Lord,  how  grotfly  thefe  infringe 
The  hue  K:  .  orders,  if  Count  Tancred 

•  ntia  p  irtner  of  his  throne, 
t  he  be  quite  excluded  the  fncceiuon, 
(he  to  Henry  given,  king  of  the  Romans, 
item  ejnpero  n, 

Wl  with  earnelt  inftancc  her  alliani 

I  thence  of  y  of  the  i 

dian  of  this  will,  to  you  intruded, 
maud  \  aid, 

'1  on. 

I   >rd,  of  my  eoncurri 
than  I,  have  labour'd  this  g  ur 
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'Tis  my  own  plan  ;  and  if  I  drop  it  now, 
I  mould  be  jultly  branded  with  the  fhame 
Of  ram  advice,  or  defpicable  wcaknefs. 
But  let  us  not  precipitate  the  matter. 
Conftantia's  friends  are  numerous  and  ftrong; 
Yet  Tancred's,  truft  me,  are  of  equal  force: 
E'er  fince  the  fecret  of  his  birth  was  known, 
The  people  all  are  in  a  tumult  hurl'd, 
Of  boundlefs  joy,  '  to  hear  there  lives  a  prince 
Of  mighty  Guiicard's  line.     Numbers,  befides, 
Of  powerful  barons,  who  at  heart  had  pin'd, 
To  fee  the  reign  of  their  renown'd  forefathers, 
Won  by  immortal  deeds  of  matchlefs  valour, 
Pafi  from  the  gallant  Normans  to  the  Suevi, 

Will  with  a  kind  of  rage  efpoufe  his  caufe 

'Tis  fo,  my  Lord be  not  by  paffion  blinded— 

'Tis  furely  fo' Oh,  if  our  prating  virtue 

Dwells  not  in  words  alone — Oh,  let  us  join, 
My  generous  Ofmond,  to  avert  thefe  woes, 
And  yet  fuilain  our  tottering  Norman  kingdom ! 

Ofm.  But  how,  Siffredi,  how? If  by  foft  means 

We  can  maintain  our  rights,  and  fave  our  country, 
May  his  unnatural  blood  firft.  ilain  the  fword, 
Who  with  unpitying  fury  firft  (hall  draw  it! 

Sif.  I  have  a  thought — The  glorious  work  be  thine* 
1  But  it  requires  an  awful  flight  of  virtue, 

*  Above  the  paflions  of  the  vulgar  breaft, 

*  And  thence  from  thee  I  hope  it,  noble  Ofmoi\d'-— 
Suppofe  my  daughter,  to  her  God  devoted, 

Were  plac'd  within  fome  convent's  facred  verge, 

Beneath  the  dread  protection  of  the  altar 

Ofm.   Ere  then,  by  heavens!   I  would  'devoutly  (have 

*  My  holy  fcalp,'  turn  whining  monk  myfelf, 
And  pray  mediant  for  the  tyrant's  fafety.- 


What!  How!  becaufe  an  iniblent  invader, 

A  facrilegious  tyrant,   •  in  contempt 

'  Of  all  thole  nobleft  rights,  which  to  maintain 

*  Is  man's  peculiar  pride,'  demands  my  wife; 

'  That  I  (hall  thus  betray  the  common  caufe 

'  Of  human  kind.' 

What !  Jball  I  tamely  yield  her  up, 

Even  in  the  manner  you  propofe? Oh,  then 


I  were 
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I  were  fupremely  vile  !  degraded!  mam'd! 
The  fcorn  of  manhood!  and  abhorr'd  of  honour  ! 

Sif.  There  is,  my  Lord,  an  honour,  the  calm  ch  ild 
Of  reafon,  ot  humanity  and  mercy, 
Superior  far  to  this  punctilious  demon, 
That  fingly  minds  itfelf,  and  oft  embroils 
With  proud  barbarian  niceties  the  world. 

Ofm.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  brook  your  prudence  J 

It  holds  a  pulfe  unequal  to  my  blood 

Unblemifh'd  honour  is  the  flower  of  virtue! 
The  vivifying  foul!   and  he  who  lii^h ts  it, 
Will  leave  the  other  dull  and  lifelefs  drofs. 

Sif.  No  more You  are  too  warm. 

Ofm.  You  are  too  cool. 

Sif.  Too  cool,  my  Lord?  I  were  indeed  too  cool,     £?■■■ 
Not  to  refeiit  this  language,  and  to  tell  thee — 
I  wifh  Earl  Ofmond  were  as  cool  as  I 
To  his  own  feififh  blifs — ay.  and  as  warm 

To  that  of  others But  of  this  no  more — 

My  daughter  is  thy  wife 1  gave  her  to  thee, 

And  will,  againft  all  force,  maintain  her  thine. 
But  think  not  I  will  catch  thy  headlong  paffions, 
Whirl'd  in  a  blaze  of  madnefs  o'er  the  land ; 
Or,  till  the  laft  extremity  compel  me, 

Rilk  the  dire  means  of  war The  King,  to-morrow, 

VV  ill  let  you  free ;    and,  if  by  gentle  means 
Ii     does  not  yield  my  daughter  to  your  arms, 
And  wed  Conftantia,  as  the  will  requires,  ^j 

V.  hy  then  expect  me  on  the  tide  of  juftiee--     <* 
Lcr  that  fuffice. 

Ofm.   It  does — Forgive  my  heat. 
My  rankled  mind,  by  injuries  mflam'd, 
M  •■  be  too  prompt  to  take,  and  give  offence. 

Sif.  T  i  pafl — Vo  i.-  .. ronj  s,  1  own,  may  well  tranfport 

The  wifcll  mind Pint  henceforth,  noble  Ofmcnd, 

>  me  more  juftiee,  honour  more  my  truth, 

..e  with  an  c  fpicion 

4  '1  ...  ,  apart — You  may  repofe  your  foul 

4  On  my  firm  faith,  and  unremitting  friendfliip. 
*  Of  that  I  (tire  ha-. 

4  And  the  next  fun  we  fee  mall  pro  r.' 

Return,  my  ion,  and  from  y<  do 
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Releafe  your  word.     There  try,  by  foft  repofe, 
To  calm  your  breafr. 
*  I    d  the  vext  ocean  fleep, 

pt  by  the  pinions  of  the  raging  north 

your  frail  age,  by  care  and  toil  exhauited, 
Demands  the  balm  o:  all  repairing  reft. 

Szf,  Scon  as  to-morrow's  dawn  (hall  frreak  the  fkies, 
I,  with  my  friends  in  folemn  itate  afTemblcd, 

[]  to  the  palace,  and  demand  your  freedom, 
';  calm  uf  by  higher  means, 

(hall  quit  his  claim,  and  in  the  face 
Of  Sicily,  my  <  ,  (hall  be  yours. 

Farewel. 

0//7.   My  Lord,  goodnight,  [Exit  Siffreeli, 

\ /.  >g  fat*fe.~\  I  like  him  not 

— I  have  mighty  matter  of  fufpicioh. 
4  'Tis  plain.     I  lee  it.  lurking  in  his  breair, 

foolifti  fondnefs  for  this  Kine5 


honour  is  not  fafe,  while  here  my  wife 

Who  knows  but  he  this  very  night 

r  her  to  fome  convent,  as  he  mentioned— 
The  King  too — though  I  fmother'd  up  my  rage, 
well — will  fet  me  free  to-morrow. 
■lit?  He  has  fome  dark  deiign- 


las! — I  am  abus'd  moll  grofily; 
le  the  vi  f  this  ^  Id  ilatefman's  fchemes.; 

4  Marry *d  tq  one — ay,  and  he  knew  it — one 

*  V  2s  young  Tancred!  Hence  her  fwooning,  tears, 
4  And  all  hcv  foft  diftrefs,  when  (he  dilgr.ic'd  me, 

'•         her  perfidious  hand 

—Hell  and  perdition!  this, 
4  This  is  the  perfidy  ! — this  is  th:  fell, 
'  T  '  .      ■  ,  Y  ce, 

noiir,  even  exceeds 
of  the  peribn — But  I  now 

poor  tame  lethargy, 
my  believing  fondnefs  caft  upon  me.' 
11  not  wait  his  crawling  timid  motions, 

blind  me  meant,  which  he  to-morrow 

*  Has  promised  to  purfue.     No!  ere  his  eyes 

on  to-morrow's  orient  beam/ 
I  urill  i:::n\nic^  him  that  Earl  Ofmond  never 

Was 
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Was  form'd  to  be  his  dupe — '  I  know  full  well 
4  Th'  important  weight  and  danger  of  the  deed: 
4  But  to  a  man,  whom  greater  c..n:;-e'-s  prdfe, 

*  Driven  to  the  brink  of  infamy  and  horror, 
4  Rafhnefs  itfelf,  and  utter  defperation, 

4  Are  the  belt  prudence.' — I  will  bear  her  off      *¥jf 

night,  and  lodge  her  in  a  place  of  fafety : 
I  have  a  tru  -  that  waits  not  far. 

Hence !  let  me  lofe  no  time — One  rapid  moment 

-ild  ardent  form,  at  once,  and  ea 
A  I  —  'Tis  fix'd — *  '  I  is  done! — yes,  then, 

4  When  I  hive  feiz'd  the  prize  of  love  and  honour, 
4  And  with  a  friend  fecur'd  her  ;  to  the  caftle 
4  I  will  repair,  and  claim  Gotlredo's  pr 

*  To  rife  srith  all  his  garrifon — -    •        :tids 

4  "With  brave  impatience  wait.'    The  mine  is  laid, 

And  only  wants  my  kindling  touch  .to  (pr  [  Ex,  Ofm.       v 

SCE'>E,     Siglfm anda's  Apartment. 

[Thunder* 
Enter  Sigifmunda  and  Laura, 
Laura,  Heavens !   'tis  a  fearful  night ! 
ge 
Of  midnight  t,  or  th'  alluring  (miles 

Of  radiant  mon  1  all  to  m  . 

t  now  h  'ten 'ora  to  mv  breafr, 

The  feat  o.  ! — Leave  me,  my  Lai 

y  hu(h  my  woes  a  little — 
Ch,  for  that  qui  that  knows  no  ;  r  \  w 

Laura,  to  go. 

.  Indulge  mv  de 

By 

[T> 
ie  iky,  "V 

here! 

Laura. 



I 


I 
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Moft  wretched  being-  now  beneath  the  cope 

Of  this  affrighting  gloom  that  wraps  the  world       - 

I  laid  I  did  not  tear — Ah,  me!   I  feel 

A  (hivering  horror  run  through  all  my  powers! 

Oh,  I  am  nought  but  tumult,  fears  and  weaknefs ! 

And  yet  how  idle  fear  when  hope  is  gone, 

Gone,  gone  for  ever  ! — Oh,  thou  gentle  fcene 

[Looking  towards  her  IcJ, 
Of  fweet  repofe,  where,  by  th'  oblivious  draught 
Of  each  fad  toilfome  day,  to  peace  reftor'd, 
Unhappy  mortals  lofe  their  woes  awhile, 
Thou  h  ill  no  peace  for  me ! — What  (hall  I  do  ? 

How  pals  this  dreadful  night,  fo  big  with  terror? 

Here,  with  the  midnight  fhades,  here  will  I  lit,  [Sitting  doiMt, 
A  prey  to  dire  defpair,  and  ceafelefs  weep 

The  hours  away — Bids  me — I  heard  a  noifc 

[Starting  up% 
T^o — T  mi  (look — nothing  but  filence  reigns 
And  awful  midnight  round — Again! — Oh,  heavens! 
My  Lord  the  King ! 

Enter  Tancrcd. 

Tan.  Be  not  alarm'd,  my  love? 

&>.  My  royal  Lord,  why  at  this  midnight  hour, 
How  came  you  hither? 

Tan.  By  that  fecret  way 
My  love  contriv'd,  when  we,  in  happier  days, 
Usd  to  devote  thele  hours,  fo  much  in  vain, 
To  vows  of  love  and  evetiafting  friendfnip. 

Sig,   Why  will  vou  thus  perlift  to  add  new  flings 
To  her  diilrefs,  who  never  can  be  thine? 
Oh.  fly  me!   llv  !  you  know 

cf<i>i.  I  knew  too  much. 
Oh,  how  I  could  reproach  thee,  Sigifmunda! 
Pour  out  my  injur'd  foul  in  juil  complaints! 
But  now  the  time  permits  not,  thele  fwift  moments— 
I  told  thee  how  thy  father's  artifice 
J    Forc'd  me  to  feem  perfidious  in  thy  eyes. 

*  Ah,  fatal  blindneis!   not  to  have  obferv'd 

4  The  mingled  pangs  of  rage  and  love  that  (hook  me: 
'  When  by  my  cruel  public  lunation 

*  Compelled,  I  only  feign'd  confent,  to  gain 
«  A  little  time,  and  more  fecure  thee  mine.' 

E'er 
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E'er  finee — a  dreadful  interval  cf  care  ! 

My  thoughts  have  been  employ  \1,  not  without  hope, 

How  to  detent  Siffredi's  barbarous  purpofe. 

But  thy  credulity  has  rnin'd  all, 

Thy  rain,  thy  wild — I  know  not  what  to  name  it — ■ — 

Oh,  it  has  prov'd  the  giddy  hopes  of  man 

To  be  delufion  all,  and  fick'ning  folly! 

S!g.  Ah,  generous  Tancred !  ah,  thy  truth  deftroys  me !  . 
Yes,^yes,  'tis  I,  'tis  I  alone  am  falie ! 
My  hafty  rage,  ioin'd  to  my  tame  fubmiffion,  Y 

More  than  the  moft  exalted  filial  duty 
Could  e'er  demand,  has  daih'd  our  cup  of  fate 
With  bitternefs  unequ.iU'd — But,  alas! 
What  are  thy  woes  to  mine? — to  mine!  juft  Heaven! 
Now  is  thy  turn  of  vengeance — hate,  renounce  me  ! 
Oh,  leave  me  to  the  fate  I  well  deferve, 
To  link  in  hopelefs  mifery! — at  leaft, 
Try  to  forget  the  worthlefs  Sigifmunda  ! 

Tau,  Forget  thee !  No !  Thou  art  my  foul  itfelf  X 
I  have  no  thought,  no  hope,  no  wifh  but  thee !        >/ 
1  Even  this  repented  injury,  the  fears,      > 
1  That  roufe  me  all  to  madnefs,  at  the  thought 

*  Of  lofing  thee,  the  whole  collected  pains 

'  Of  my  full  heart,  ferve  but  to  make  thee  dearer.' 
Ah,  how,  forget  thee! — Much  muft  be  forgot, 
Ere  Tancred  c<m  forget  his  Sigifmunda! 

Sig.  But  you,  my  Lord,  muft  make  that  great  effort 
Yan,  Can  Sigifmunda  make  it? 
Sig.  Ah,  I  know  not 
With  what  fuccefs — But  all  that  feeble  woman 
And  love-entangled  reafon  can  perform, 
I,  to  the  utmoft,  will  exert  to  do  it. 

1  Tan.  Fear  not — 'Tis  done! — If  thou  canft  form  the 
thought, 
4  Succefs  is  fire — I  am  forgot  already. 

•  Aii   J  B     .  my  Lord,  refpect  me  more. 

4  Tl     k  w\  0  I  am — What  can  you  now  propofe? 

claim  the  plighted  TOWI  which  Heaven  h  is 
heard, 

*  To  vindi:.  '    > i r s  of  holy  love 

to  which  compar'd 
1  Xhefc  .  ...tr'd  th\ 

F   2  Arc: 
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Arc  impious  guile,  abufe,  and  profanation 
whole  hi«h  prerogative 
inlicens'd  marriage  is  affronted, 
To  bid  the  laws  themfelves  pronounce  it  void. 

iour;  my  Lord,  is  much  too  proud  to  catch 
At  every  (lender  twig  of  nice  diitinclions. 

•  th'  unfeeli  do  wt  11 : 

But  thofe,  whole  foula  are  by  the  nicer  rule 
Of  virtuous  del it  'J, 

id  at  another  bar  than  that  of  laws. 

to  urge  me — Since  I  am  not  born 

To  that  exalted  fate  to  be  your  queen 

Or,  yet  a  dearer  name to  be  your  wife! ■■* 

I  am  the  wife  of  an  illuihious  Lord 

Of  your  own  princely  blcod;   and  what  I  am, 

I  will  with  proper  dignity  remain. 

tire,  my  royal  Lord, — There  is  no  means 
To  cure  the  wounds  thiG  fatal  day  has  given. 
We  meet  no  more!' 
Tan.  Oh,  barbarous  Sigifmundai 
And  canii  thou  talk  thus  lleadily !  thus  treat  me 
With  fuch  unpitying,  unrelenting  rigour? 
Poor  is  the  love,  that  rather  than  give  up 
A  little  pride,  a  little  formal  pride, 
The  breath  of  vanity,  can  bear  to  fee 
The  man,  whole  heart  was  once  fo  dear  to  thine, 
By  i  tender  vow  lb  mixM  tog<  th  r, 

A  pr<  guifti,  fury       I        taction ! 

lot  i'urcly  make  me  fuch  a  wretch, 
Thou  canfi  not,  Sigifmunda! — Yet  relent, 
Oh,  five  us  \ e : ! —  .  ith  my 

— Let  us  feize  the  moments 
•  may  have  again — With  n  n  power 

I        I  affert  I  •  with  1  lireft  honour. 

world  (hall  even  approve;  each  bofom 

Swell'd  with  a  kindred  joy  t 
,     Sig*  The  world  approve!  what  ;  rid  to  me? 

The  confeious  mind  is  its  own  awful  world. 

- — Dijlrefi  vie  th.n  no  ;;.. 
all  the  heart  can  plead \  (and  it,  aL. 
Ph\i.  <ch) 

■  l  vet;  perhaps,  if  thou  wert  not  a  king, 

*  I  know 
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1  I  know  not,  Tancred,  what  I  might  have  done, 
c  Then,  then,  my  conduct,  janctify'd  by  love, 

*  Could  not  be  deem'd,  by  the  fevereit  judge, 
'  The  mean  effect  of  intereft  or  ambition. 

*  Bat  now  not  all  my  partial  heart  can  plead,' 
Shall  ever  (hake  th'  unalterable  dictates 
That  tyrannize  my  breaft. 

Tan.  'Tis  well — No  more — 
I  yield  me  to  my  fate — Yes,  yes  inhuman!     ■ 
Since  thy  barbarian  heart  is  iteel'd  by  pride, 
Shut  up  to  love  and  pitv,  here  behold  me 
Cult  on  the  ground,  a  vile  and  alvedt  wretch! 
Loit  to  all  cares,  all  dignities,  all  duties! 
Here  will  I  grow,  breathe  out  my  faithful  foul, 
Here  at  thy  feet — Death,  death  alone  (hall  part  us !  * 

"57^.  Have  you  then  vow'd  to  drive  me  to  perdition  \ 
What  can  I  more? — Yes,  Tancred!  once  again 
I  will  forget  the  dignity  my  itation 
Commands  me  to  fuitain — for  the  hit  time 
Will  tell  thee,  that,  I  fear,  no  ties,  no  duty, 
Can  ever  root  thee  from  my  hapiefs  bofom. 
Oh,  leave  me !  fly  me !  were  it  but  in  pity  !— 
To  fee  what  once  we  tenderly  have  lov'd, 
Cut  off  from  every  hope — cut  off  for  ever! 
Is  pain  thy  generality  mould  (pare  me. 
Then  rile,  my  Lord;  and  if  you  truly  love 
It  you  r  y  honour,  n  y,  my  peace, 

Retire  !   far  though  th'  emotions  or"  my  heart 
Can      '       iarm  my  virtue,  yet,  alas! 
1  :  it  :o,  1  hey  pierce  it  with  fiich  anguifh— • • 

Oh,  'tis  too  much! — I  cannot  bear  the  com. 
Enter  O/m/md, 

O/m,  Turn,  tyrant,  turn!  and  anfwer  to  my  hono  I 
.  bale  infufferable  outrage! 

Tan.  lnibkut  traitor!  think  not  to  eibape  ^J 

ace!  [/'•  .  (<'     .     \  ;.\ 

.   Help,  here!   Help! — Oh,  heavens! 

[  Th  bafijfdi 

A!  lord,  what  meant  your  headlong  rage! 

1  this  day*,  upon  the  ah 
To  yo  1  iih'd.  pure 

Ai 
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As  veftal  truth;  was  refolutely  yours, 

Beyond  the  e  trth  to  (hake  it. 

Ofm,   V  !i '.die! [Sbortc-rng  bis  f : 

Into  i'cr  hrcajl.']  .  nd  to  the  grave 
tnd,  yet  but  half  aveng'd ! 
Tan,  Oh,  horror!   horror!  execrable  villain ! 

tyrant !  thou ! — thou  (halt  not  o'er  my  tomb 
Exult — "lis  well — 'Tis  great! — I  die  content! — [D 
Enter  Rodolpbo,  and  Laura, 
Tan,    [Throwing  hi ;>/fclf  dozvn  by  SigifmundkA    Quick  I 
here!   bring  aid! — *  All  in  Palermo  bring 
4  Whofe  (kill  can  fave  her!' — Ah,  that  gentle  boforri 
Pours  faft  the  dreams  of  life. 

Slg.  All  aid  is  vain, 
I  feel  the  powerful  hand  of  death  upon  me — 
But,  Oh !  it  fheds  a  fweetnefs  through  my  fate, 
That  I  am  thine  again;  and  without  blame 
May  in  my  Tancrcd's  arms  refign  my  foul! 

Tan.  Oh,  death  is  in  that  vo:ce!   fo  gently  mild, 
So  fadly  fweet,  as  mixes  even  with  mine 
The  tears  of  hovering  angelsl — Mine  again! 
And  is  it  thus  the  cruel  fates  have  join'd  us? 
Are  theie  the  horrid  nuptials  they  prepare 
For  love  like  ours? — '  Is  virtue  thus  rewarded? 

*  Let  not  my  impious  rage  accufe  juit  l\ieav'n! 

*  Thou,  Tancred,  thou,  hail  murd  undal 

*  That  furious  man  was  1  ut  the  tool  of  fate, 

*  I,  I  the  caufc! — But  1  will  do  thee  Juftii 

4  On  this  deaf  heart !   that  to  thy  tender  w    dom 
<  Refus'd  an  ear' — Ye  .  us. 

Big,    Live,  live,  my  Tancred! — Let  my  death  fuffice 
To  expiate  all  i 

I\Iay  it  appeafe  the  f-tcs,  avert  their  fury 
From  thy  propitious  reign!   i  Mean-time,  of  me 
4  And  of  thy  glory  mindful,  live,  I  charge  thee, 
4  To  guard  our  friends,  and  make  thy  people  happy — ' 
Enter  Sijfredijixid  in  ajh  and  grief  * 

My  father! Oh,  how  mail  I  lift  my  eyes 

To  thee,  my  finking  father! 

Sif,              1  Heavcir! 
I  am  chaihYd My  deareft  child! 
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am  I  ? 
A  fearful  darkr.eis  clofes  all  around — 

My  friends!    We  needs  rauft  part — I  mu ft  obey 
Th'  impetuous  call — Farewel,  rny  Laura!   '  cheriflr 

poor  afflicted  father's  a      -       dolpho, 
4  Now  is  the  time  to  watch  th'  unhappy  Ki 
'  With  all  i\-\e  care  and  tendernefs  of  friendfhip.' 
Oh,  my  dear  lather,  bow'd  beneath  the  weight 
Of  age  and  grief — the  victim  even  of  virtue, 
Rec  1  adieu! — Where  art  thou,  Tancred? 

G]\c  me  thy  hand — But,  ah, — it  cannot  feve  me 
From  the  dire  king  of  terrors,  whofe  cold  power 

Creeps  o'er  my  heart < 

.    How  thele  pangs  daitract  me  ! 

Oh,  lift  thy  gracious  eyes; Thou  leav'it  me  theni!    ^ 

Thou  leav'it  me,  Sigifmunda! 

.   4  Yet  a  moment 

I  had,  ^r.d,  fomething  more  to  fay 

Yes but  thy  love  and  tendernefs  for  me, 

Sure  mal  .edlefs —  Harbour  no  refentment 

my  fatherj  venen-te  hi:  zeal,  f^ 

That  pie  of  go>idners, 

From  faithful  love  to  thee — Live,  and  maintain 
My  innocence  embalm'd,  with  holieft  care 

ferve  r  !'  Oh, 1  die ■ 

! 

to  part 
iove — from  thee — farewel,  my  Tancred! 

[?•     . 
Ta 

R  got 

bind  me  down, 

:  — 

wm 
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Will  burit  indignant  from  this  jail  of  nature, 
To  where  (lie  beckons  yonder — No,  mild  ieraph, 

Point  not  to  life 1  cannot  linger  here, 

Cut  off  from  thee,  the  miferable  pity, 

The  fcorn  of  human  kind! A  trampled  ki: 

4  Who  let  his  mean  poor-hearted  love,  one  moment, 
'  To  coward  prudence  itoop !  who  made  it  not 
'  The  firft  undoubting  action  of  his  reign, 

•  To  match  thee  to  his  throne,  and  there  to  fhield  thee, 

•  Thy  helplefs  bofom,  from  a  ruffian's  fury!' 

Oh,  fliame!   Oh,  agony!    Oh,  the  fell  flings 

Of  late,  of  vain  repentance! Ha,  my  brain 

Is  all  on  fire!  a  wild  abyfs  of  thought! 

Th' infernal  world  difclofes!   See!   Behold  him! 

Lo !  with  fierce  fmiles  he  (hakes  the  bloody  (reel, 

And  mocks  my  feeble  tears. — Hence,  quickly,  hence ! 

Spurn  his  \iie  carcafs !   give  it  to  the  do 

Expofe  it  to  the  winds  and  fcreammg  ravens! 

•  Or  hurl  it  down  that  fiery  fteep  to  hell, 

'  There  with  iv  :  f  ul  to  tofs  in  flames  for  ever/ 
Ah,  imj  ge ! 

Rod.    ;■  .   ■  '       en ! 

Tan.  [?   Where? 

Sad,  hient,  all? — The  fi  dumb  defpair, 

. — '  \  hat  do  I  ice? 
This  foft  abode  I      ce  and  l< 

Turn'd  to  the  houfe  ofd  of  horror! 

Ah,  that  p  .-!   pale!   pale!   •  rh  murder! 

Is  that  ray  »  '       ,/  h  ^ fr- 

S{f.  ' 
Have  1  i 
To  thefe  en  'eel  led  .  rv'd 

To  be  a  dre    I  i  itnent  of  juitLer 

Rodolpho,  r     "  nd  bear  him  hence 

ne  of  blood  and 
[  dare  not  give  him  Ibincej 

•  Mj  J  only  inou 

•  Behold  the  !  it  1  work  of  my  dark  hand, 

'  '1  fvr  1  v  rude  force  the  palTions  would  command, 
1  That  ruthiefs  fought  to  root  then  from  the  brtail; 
4  '1  hey  may  U  rul'd,  but  will  not  be  oppreiu' 

Tauj  lit 
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Taught  henc€)  ye  parent;,  who  from  nature  {tray, 
.And  the  great  tics  of  fecial  life  betray; 
Ne'er  with  your  children  act  a  tyrants  part: 
'Tis  yours  to  guide,  not  violate  the  hea    . 
Ye  vainly  wife,  who  o'er  mankind  prefide, 
Behold  my  righteous  woes,  and  drop  your  pride; 
Keep  virtue's  fimple  path  before  your  eyes, 
think  from  evil  crood  can  ever  rife. 
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£*RAMM*D  to  the  throat  with  whole fome  moral  fluff,   - 

Alas,  poor  audience  I  -  *h, 

Was  ever  baplefs  heroine  of  a  play 
In  fitch  a  piteous  plight  as  ci  rs  to-  '.  :  ? 
Was  ever  woman  fo  by  love  a? 

Matched  with  i I  ands.  and  yet — die  a  maid* 

But  blefs  met — bold — what  founds  are  theft  I  bear— 
I  fee  the  Tragic  Mufe  berfrlf apt  . 
The  back-fcene  opens,   and  difcovers  a  romantic  (ylvan 

landicape ;  from  which  the  Tragic  Mufe  advances  ilowly 

to  muiie.  and  fpeaks  the  following  lines: 

Hence  with  your  ft'ppant  epilogue,  that 
To  wipe  the  virtuous  tear  from  JSritiJh  eyes; 
That  ^ares  my  moral,  tragic  ft  cue  pi  of  one, 
With  Jl 'rains — at  befit,  unjfuithtg,  light  and  vain* 
Hence  from  the  pure  unfinlly'd  beams  that  flay 
In  y 07i  fair  eyes  where  virtue  fi  ines — away  ! 

Britons,  to  you  from  chafe  Cafialian  groves, 
Where  dwell  the  tender,  oft  unhabpy  loves; 
JVhereJhades  of  heroes  roam,  each  mighty  name, 
And  court  -my  aid  to  rife  again  to  fame J 
To  you  I  come,  to  freedom  s  nobhfil  fat, 
And  in  Britannia  fix  my  laji  r 

In  Greece  and  Rome,  I  watch9 d  the  public  weal} 
The  purple  tyrant  troubled  at  my  fleel: 
Kor  did  I  lefs  o'er  private  forrows    reign, 
And  mend  the  melting  heart  with  fofter  pain. 
On  France  and  You  then  rofe  my  brightning  far, 
J! ".  h  focial  ray — The  arts  are  ne'er  at  war. 
Oh,  as  your  fire  and  genius  firongly  blaze, 
As  yours  arc  generous  freedom's  bolder  L 
Let  not  the  Gallic  tafe  leave  yours  behind', 
In  decent  manners  and  in  life  re  fin' d; 
Banifb  the  motly  mode,  to  tag  low  vcrfe, 
The  laughing  ballad  to  the  mournful  herfic. 
J!  *hen  through  five  acls   your  Starts  have  learn  d  to  glow*} 
Touch' d  with  the  f acred  force  of  hone fi  WO€\ 
Oh,  keep  the  dear  imprcjjion  en  your  brcafl, 
Hor  idly  loft  it  for  a  wretched  je/i. 
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